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Summary: Kat and Michael were best friends before she was forced to 
leave Haddonfield and move away. Now, as an adult, Kat has returned 
and prepared to start a new life in her hometown, in the old Myers 
House. But what will happen when she finds her childhood friend is no 
longer locked up, but has returned home? First Halloween fic, PLEASE 
NO FLAMES ! 


1 . Prologue-Part 1 

**AN: Hey! If you've read my other fanfics, you know I have two I 
still need to finish but I've been dying to start this one and can 
not wait to publish it This is my first Halloween fic so PLEASE 

NO FLAMES and hopefully everyone loves it or at least likes it haha. 
* * 


* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own the OCs in my story. ** 

_**Prologue part l**_ 

_Italics- Flashbacks_ 

**Bold -Underlined**- **Michael's writing** 
loot 

We were best friends growing up, despite being 3 years apart. They 
used to joke that we were sweethearts and while he could easily 
ignore them, I would get embarrassed, which would lead to 
angeraC 1 

It had been my first day of school when we met. Instead of 
kindergarten, I was skipped ahead two grades due to my unusually high 
test scores, something practically unheard of at the time for our 
town. When a group of third graders came up to me, I knew it wouldn't 



be good; my whole life was a perfect joke to them. My name is 
Katarzyna which was so uncommon that other kids teased me throughout 
my childhood. It only added insult to injury that my mom skipped town 
when I was two, my dad was a neglectful, shut-in, drunk, I was five 
yet had the mindset that possibly exceeded middle school, and I was 
tall enough to fit in with the older kids that would soon be my 
classmates. My appearance didn't help either; I have heterochromia 
which means I have two different colored eyes: one blue and the other 
green . 

All this wrapped together, made my family one of the favored topics 
of gossip; _his _family being at the top of the list in juicy rumors. 
I would hear people talk about them all the time: the mom and 
boyfriend screaming at each other, the two eldest kids always 
fighting, the daughter's promiscuous behavior, the mother's job as a 
stripper, and the son being "deeply disturbed." 

"Look who it is!" one kid said as everyone began to surround me, 
making me press into the tree behind me. 

"it's Katana, the second Haddonfield freak," another sneered while 
one girl began to twirl a piece of my chocolate brown hair with her 
finger. I held my books closer to my chest and tried not to look 
intimidated . 

"It's Katarzyna and I'm going to be late," I tried to push my way 
through, only to have someone shove me back into the tree. One buy 
got close to my face and scoffed. 

"You look like the spawn of Frankenstein with those eyes of yours, " I 
could feel tears of anger rimming my eyes and I thought up a smart 
comment about how he even knew who Frankenstein was. But before I 
could speak, everyone laughed, loudly. 

"Aw, we're making her cry, guys!" the boy slammed the books out of my 
hands and they began to close in on me. Just as one boy grabbed my 
shoulder, a rock suddenly flew towards us and hit him in the leg. 
Everyone turned as the boy cried out and released me. I looked over 
and saw another boy a few feet away, glaring at the kid that was 
holding his leg in pain. From where I stood, the only thing I could 
make out was his shoulder-length blonde hair. 

"It's the Myers kid!" someone yelled. 

"Get him!" I watched the blonde haired boy run down the street as the 
group chased after him. Myers; I knew that name, that family lived 
down the street from me, the center of Haddonfield gossip, the son 
being known as the first Haddonfield freak. 

And he just saved me. 

loot 

"Bury? " 

"Here!" I called. As the teacher continued calling out names, I 
ignored the strange looks the other kids gave me. 

"Myers?" I looked around as his name was called. He wasn't there. It 
was the same in all my other classes too; teachers would call his 



name and there would be no response. With lunch finally came around, 

I finally found him. 

He sat at the base of the tree beside the playground where the 
younger kids played. I clutched the brown paper bag that contained my 
lunch, tighter, as I walked up to him. He stood out from everyone 
else in dark denim jeans, a black T-shirt with a gray plaid shirt 
overtop, unbuttoned. On his face was a simple mask that looked 
homemade . 

"Hi, " I said and sat beside him. He nodded, but continued to look at 
the lunch tables a few feet away where the other students 
sat . 

"Thank you for saving me this morning, " I pulled out my sandwich and 
ripped it in half, "I'm Katarzyna, but everyone called me Kat, " he 
was silent a moment before responding. 

"That's a weird name," his voice muffled behind the mask. 

"It's Polish, that's where my grandparents were from," I explained, 
"What's your name?" 

"Michael," he said simply. 

"Do you want some lunch?" I asked, holding out half of the sandwich. 
He stared at it a moment, unsure if I was playing a trick on him or 
not. Cautiously, he took the sandwich and lifted the mask from his 
face. That's when I saw the black eye and cut lip; those kids beat 
him up! I felt guilt flood through me. 

"I'm sorry," I whispered. 

"Why?" 

"This morning, when those third graders chased you. They hurt you," 

My voice was small and began to sound like my real age. 

"They always chase me," he shrugged and fell silent again. I 
continued to eat and watched the kids on the playground. I was never 
one to run around and play, I preferred climbing trees or sitting in 
my bedroom with my guinea pig. Baby. I was always called antisocial 
by the family members that still talked to my dad and I, and that was 
very few. I was pretty sure I scared them all when they visited about 

two years ago and I had found a dead rat, deciding to make it my 

pet . 

"Are you new in Haddonf ield? " I turned and saw him studying me, his 
blonde locks falling slightly over his face. His eyes were a stormy 
blue and it felt as though he was looking into my soul. 

"No, been here my whole life. My house is down the street from 

yours," It was his turn to be surprised, though he didn't really show 

it . 

"I've never seen you around before," 

"I like to stay inside. It's my first year of school too; I should be 
in Kindergarten, " 



"You're five and in second grade?" 

"I'm really smart," I waited for him to laugh like the others, but 
instead he just shrugged. 

"Cool, " 

"You don't find that weird?" 

"You're asking _me_ if I find you weird? You don't know enough about 
me yet, " I let out a small laugh before finishing my lunch and 
watching him play with his mask. It was paper-machete and pure white 
with only two holes for eyes. 

"I like your mask," I said, "I've never had one since my dad never 
bothers with holidays, especially Halloween, " 

"But that's the best holiday," he said, the corners of his mouth 
twitched upward to a barely noticeable smirk just as the bell 
rang . 

loot 

Even after lunch, Michael wasn't in the rest of our classes, but he 
was standing outside school at three, apparently waiting for 
me . 

"I'm walking you home today," was all he said. I followed close 
behind him as we crossed the street and eventually found ourselves in 
the woods. Autumn was beginning to make itself known as the leaves on 
the trees were changing from greens to reds, oranges, and yellows. 
There were no sounds, except for the occasional bird or 
squirrel . 

"I've never been in the woods before," I said, breaking the 
silence . 

"I'm always here," he responded. 

"Why?" 

"Maybe, I'll show you later," he answered, vaguely. I noticed a glint 
in his pocket from the sunlight and could see something shiny and a 
possibly sharp. Looking back at me, he followed my gaze and shoved 
his hand into his pocket, shielding the object from my view. Finally, 
we made it out of the woods and I was surprised to see we were only a 
few doors from my house. 

"Thank you," I said as we came to my porch. Michael nodded and I made 
my way up the steps, opening my door. 

"Hey," I turned back to Michael. 

"Yeah?" 

"What's your favorite color?" he asked. 


"Crimson," he nodded and began to walk down the street to his house. 
I smiled to myself as I went inside. 



/oo/ 


The next morning, I found Michael waiting for me on my porch, 
carefully putting a paper bag in his backpack. He wouldn't tell me 
what it was, despite my begging the whole way to school. Even in 
class when I sat with him (because we were the only two kids without 
partners) , he would just smirk and shake his head whenever I passed 
him a note about it . 

At one point, he asked to go to the bathroom and I took my chance to 
go through his bag, but I couldn't see anything under the collection 
of papers and notebooks. When he came back, I noticed there was a 
slight bulge under the side of his shirt. He had known I was going to 
look through his stuff! I spent the rest of the class pouting while 
he looked proud of himself. 

"Here!" he said when we met at lunch, under his tree. I took the bag 
from his hands and he suddenly looked uncomfortable, "You're 
impatient, " he mumbled. Excitement filled me as I eagerly pulled the 
brown paper away and looked at the contents inside. It was a mask, 
just like his, only it was crimson with some black outlining the eyes 
and frame of the mask. Elipping it over, my name was scrawled across 
the top in Michael's messy handwriting. 

**To Cat ar zena/Cat * * 

"You spelled my name wrong, " I smiled. 

"It's not exactly common," 

"Thank you, Michael," I held the mask close, "I love it," that was 
the first time I ever saw a full smile on his face. If he loved 
Halloween and masks so much, then I just made his day. He helped me 
try it on and the scent of paint and paper-machete surrounded 
me . 

"Aw, look! Two days and the freaks already found each other," we 
looked over at a fourth grade boy who stood with his friends as they 
laughed at us . I noticed Michael's fist clench, but he kept quiet. I 
shifted uncomfortably and down at the ladybug that ran over my 
hand . 

"They even have matching masks!" The boy yelled before lunging 
forward to grab my mask, but I was faster and stood up, shoving him. 
Laughter was heard as the boy sneered and stood up. He went to charge 
at me when suddenly, Michael was standing between us. 

"Leave her alone, Wesley, " his voice was different, emotionless; 
almost like he was a different person. His fists were clenched so 
tightly that his knuckles were nearly white. The boy, Wesley, 
laughed . 

"What are you going to do, Myers?" he demanded, shoving Michael who 
bumped into me and making me stumble back. I heard a _crack _and 
realized Michael had fallen on his own mask, snapping it. Wesley 
laughed as he and his friends left. Michael stared at his broken 
mask, looking heartbroken before it was quickly replaced with anger 
when she watched Wesley's retreating form. I could see the rage 
clouding over the stormy blue of his eyes and that's when I realized 
the truth: 



Michael Myers was dangerous and just waiting to 
snapa€ 1 

loot 

_** (Two and a half weeks later) **_ 

After the incident with Wesley, I began to see Michael in a different 
light. I noticed he would never talk to anyone other than me and 
preferred to wear the masks he made, despite being constantly told to 
remove them. He would always keep an emotionless expression unless 
something amused him, then he would show a barely noticeable smirk. 

He also had a wicked temper that showed, especially when he was 
provoked. I started to like him a whole lot more. 

I also noticed when we walked home, everyday through the woods, 
Michael would cast a quick look over at a hidden path every time we 
passed. It took about a week before I finally convinced him to show 
me whatever he was hiding. 

_/oo/FLASHBACK START/oo/_ 

_I was giddy with excitement as I followed Michael through a 
concealed path in the woods. He kept his eyes straight forward with 
his hand buried in his pocket. The farther we went into the trees, 
the more dense it got._ 

"_How much farther, Michael?" I asked but he didn't answer, 

"Michael ? "_ 

"_We ' re almost there," his voice was different again and I guess I 
should've been scared, but I trusted him; we were a lot alike. 
Eventually, Michael stopped and casted a glance to his left. I 
followed his gaze to a strange object protruding from a pile of 
leaves. I moved forward to take a closer look and let out a soft gasp 
when I realized that it was the dead body of a squirrel. _ 

"_That ' s not the only one," I heard him say from behind me. I turned 
and found him still in the spot he stopped in, staring at me 
intently. That's when I figured out what that place was: an animal 
graveyard. _ 

"_You did this?" I asked and began to find more hidden animal 
corpses. He simply nodded, "How?" I breathed. The hand that had been 
in his pocket came out holding a scalpel. I could only stare at it 
while he studied my face, a smirk on his face. _ 

"_Scared?" he asked. _ 

"_Not really, 

"_Why? I just revealed to you that I kill animals, " he had one 
eyebrow raised, which was the most emotion I'd seen out of him all 
day ._ 

"_I don't know! I like to kill mice and rats we get in my house 
during the winter. I always have," I shrugged. This revelation about 
Michael didn't shock me and I don't think it would've surprised 
Haddonfield either. 



"_You can't tell anyone," he said, gravely, putting his mask on. I 
didn't answer right away as I looked at him. _ 

"_Okay, as long as you keep my secret, 

"_Deal, 

_/oo/END FLASHBACK/oo/_ 

After that, we became a little closer; walking to and from school 
together, I kept more of his secrets and he made sure that no one 
messed with me. I also learned more about hisa€l hobby. For example, 
if I had dug deeper into his bag when I was searching for my mask, I 
would have found pictures of the animals he killed. He taught me how 
to better catch the mice in my house and even helped me get rid of 
them from time to time. 

"Do you want to come home with me, today?" he asked, bringing me out 
of my thoughts. 

"Really?" I had been wanting to meet Michael's family for a while, 
but he always had an excuse or just flat out said no. 

"Judith has something to do afterschool and Ronnie won't be back for 
a few days," he shrugged. Everyone knew when Michael's mom and her 
boyfriend, Ronnie, fought, he would leave and not come back for a few 
days. I kept in step with Michael as we followed our usual path 
through the woods. We both cashed a glance at his "graveyard," but 
neither of us said anything. When we made it to the house, I 
hesitated following Michael up the porch and inside. The only sounds 
I could hear were from the TV in the living room and a baby laughing. 
I saw the sudden bounce in Michael ' s step as we entered the room 
where a woman sat on the couch holding a baby. The woman looked to be 
in her later 20 's- early 30 's with long blonde hair that fell to her 
waist and dark blue eyes. 

"Hi mom, " he said, his voice more animated than it normally was in 
school. He deposited his backpack beside the couch and I followed 
suit . 

"Hey Michael, who's your friend?" she asked. Placing the baby in the 
swing nearby, she walked over to us. She was quite tall and 
beautiful. I could also see the resemblance between her and 
Michael . 

"Katarzyna, " he answered. 

"Kat, " I smiled, giving a little wave. 

"Call me Deborah," she responded, "I hate to leave but I need to get 
ready for work, " 

"I thought you were off tonight?" I could hear the disappointment in 
his voice. 

"I was, but a girl called in sick, so I have to take her shift. I 
should be back by ten, " she explained. With that, Deborah left and 
Michael made his way over to the baby, lifting his mask from his 
face . 



"Hi, Boo, " he cooed, kissing the little girl on the top of her head. 
The girl screeched and gave a toothless grin. 

"Boo?" 


"That's my nickname for her; her real name is Angel," he 
explained . 

"How old is she?" 

"5 months," he replied and continued to play with his sister. Feeling 
out of place, I walked over to the far wall where several pictures 
hung. They were mainly of Michael and his sisters, but there was one 
that rested on the end table just under them. It was a family photo 
with everyone in a hospital room. Deborah was holding a newborn Angel 
in her arms with Michael sitting next to her, surprisingly, smiling. 

A man stood on Deborah's other side with a girl, who I could only 
assume was Judith. With the exception of his hair being a dark brown, 
the man looked like an older version of Michael, almost. 

"Who's this?" I asked, pointing to the photo. Michael stood, despite 
Boo's cry of protest, and came over. 

"That was my dad, " his voice was stoic again, "he died a week or so 
after Boo was born. Car accident, " he stared at the picture before 
returning to his sister, "About a month ago, my mom met Ronnie and he 
had helped us with money and bills. Then he began to show his true. I 
hate him, " Hearing the latent anger in his voice, I went over and sat 
beside him. 

"My mom left when I was two. Now all my dad does is stare out the 
window and drink, " we both fell into our own thoughts, until Boo 
leant over and grabbed a chunk of Michael's hair and yanked. 

Hard . 

"Ow!" Michael winced as Boo laughed. I stifled my own laugh as he 
rubbed his head and Boo leaned over again, mimicking her brother's 
movements and petting his head. The sweet moment was broken, however, 
when the front door suddenly slammed and I saw Michael stiffen. 

"I'm home!" a female voice yelled, "That tutor crap you made me take 
was cancelled!" A teenage girl with curly, light brown hair came into 
the room, wearing denim shorts that looked three sizes too small and 
a tube top that left little to the imagination. Taking off her 
jacket, she set her sights on Michael and I. I looked over and saw 
Michael's fist clench, something I learned he did as a way to control 
his temper. It didn't always work. 

"What's this?" she laughed, "The brat has a girlfriend? I always 
thought you would go the other way, " she continued to laugh until she 
locked eyes on the mask Michael had made me, that I had kept attached 
to my backpack. 

"You even have matching masks!" 

"Shut up, Judith," Michael sneered, "Rat's my friend," 

"Uh-huh. So I guess you don't need your rats anymore to help 
you-, " 



"Judith!" Deborah yelled as she came back into the room. Michael shot 
up, looking angrier than I'd ever seen him. I didn't know what Judith 
meant by the rats, but I was sure it wasn't anything good. I looked 
up at Michael who was silently seething. 

"I'll take you home, Kat, " he said, quietly. I nodded and stood to 
get my bag when I heard Judith's voice. 

"I've heard of you; you're that genius with Boo Radley for a dad," 
she said, looking at me, "Nice eyes," she added, sarcast ically . I 
opened my mouth to reply when Michael grabbed my arm. 

"I'm shocked you even know who Boo Radley is," he spat, "And her eyes 
are fine!" we left after that with Michael practically dragging me 
out the door. As soon as the door closed, the infamous yelling began 
and Boo started wailing. Michael was silent as we walked to my house, 
glaring straight ahead. 

"I'm sorry," he whispered as we made it to my porch. I gave a tight 
smile, knowing that we would have had more time to actually hang out 
if Judith didn't come home and embarrass him. 

"It's not your fault. We can try again another time," he nodded and 
waited for me to get inside before turning back down the street. I 
watched from the front window and noticed that he was walking slower 
than usual, no doubt dreading the impending war at home. I turned and 
walked into the kitchen where I saw my dad staring out the window 
with a beer bottle, half-empty, in his hand. 

"I'm home, papa," I said, quietly. He grunted in response and took 
another drink from the bottle. Sighing, I went to my room and was met 
with the happy squealing of my guinea pig. 

"Hi Baby," I cooed as I picked the furry, black, critter up. She was 
quite old, at eight years old and nearing the end of her lifespan. 

She curled up in my lap and continued to make peaceful noises. 

"You would like Michael," I said, petting her soft fur, "He isn't 
that bad, at least to me, " Baby squeaked and pushed herself further 
into my hand. I placed her on my pillow and unfastened my mask from 
my backpack, placing it on my desk. I thought about what was probably 
going on at the Myers house: Michael and Judith in the middle of 
WWIII while Deborah tried to calm them with Boo screeching to match 
the other voice levels. Sighing, I closed my eyes and placed Baby on 
my stomach as I plopped on my head on my pillow. 

loot 

That night, about 10:30, I slowly woke to the sound of something 
hitting my window, like pebbles. Baby had moved from my stomach to 
beside my ear, squeaking happily. The tapping continued and I stood, 
placing Baby back in her cage and made my way to the window. My eyes 
widened when I saw Michael looking up at me, a bunch of little rocks 
in his hand. He motioned for me to come outside and I rushed to 
change into a clean pair of jeans and a sweater. 

I could hear my dad's thunderous snores as I crept down the stairs. 

At some point, he had left his spot in the kitchen and moved into the 
living room, passing out on the sofa. He didn't budge as I slipped on 



my boots and left the house. Michael was still in the same spot when 
I ran around the house to meet him. He had dropped the rocks at his 
feet and adjusted the blue mask on his face. 

"Are you okay?" I asked, tapping the mask's rough surface. 

"Yeah, Judith punched me, so it's pretty bad," he shrugged, "I hit 
her back so eye for an eye," I wasn't surprised about how casual he 
was about it; this was probably a common occurrence. Sibling rivalry 
to the next level. 


"Do you wanna go for a walk?" he asked. I shrugged and looked around 
before following him. The streets were quiet as we walked down them, 
making our way to the woods. He was silent the whole way, the 
darkness and his mask cashed a shadow over his eyes making them look 
black instead of blue. 

"So, what are we going to do?" 

"I need to blow off some steam and thought you might want to come," 
he answered. Something told me that I knew exactly what he 
meant . 


"You're not going to kill something, are you?" 


"I won't do it in 
along, especially 
shrugged. Silence 
darker, making me 
tightly . 


front of you. I just thought you'd like to tag 
with the wild rats and mice you deal with, " he 
fell over us again as the trees made the night even 
take hold of Michael ' s arm and grip it 


"So, did you hear about Ms. Willis' cat running away last week? No 
one can find it anywhere!" I rambled, "Hopefully a car didn't hit 

it, " 


"Was it black with brown stripes?" 
"Yeaha€ 1 " 


"Oops," he said after a moment of silence and I let out a heavy sigh. 
At least a car didn't hit it. We continued walking until we came to a 
small clearing with a large tree in the center. I curled up at the 
base while Michael remained standing beside me. It was silent for a 
few moments before he spoke. 

"I'll be back," and with that, he turned and disappeared into the 
woods. Suddenly alone, I felt uncomfortable; I wasn't afraid of the 
dark, but more of what was lurking in it. To take my mind off of my 
discomfort, I began to pick at the bark on the tree, behind me. 
Eventually, the boredom became too much and I chose to follow the 
path Michael had vanished down. I found him not far off, staring at 
something, the bloody scalpel in his hand. 

"I thought you were going to wait for me," he spoke, not turning 
around . 


"I got bored," 


"Scared? " 



"No!" he let out a chuckle and slipped the scalpel into his pocket. 
After wiping his hands on his black shirt, he lifted up his mask and 
I could see, from the moonlight, his eye and cheek were bruised but 
the swelling had gone down, it seemed. I also noticed his once blue 
eyes were _indeed _black. I couldn't find a trace of emotion on him 
anymore . 

"Sometimes, I forget you're only five," he muttered and I felt like 
he had just punched me in the stomach. 

"So? Mentally, I'm older than you and the other kids!" I practically 
shouted, anger coming off me in waves, "It shouldn't matter! Besides, 
you're only eight!" Michael's face remained blank of any 
emotion . 

"Kat-, " he began but I cut him off. 

"I kill the mice and rats around my house all the time AND have seen 
your animal graveyard! Why should I be afraid of you?!" I didn't 
bother waiting for a response as I turned and stormed off, eventually 
finding my way home. 

For the next few days, I tried to avoid him at all costs, refusing to 
talk to him. But I soon found that you can't hide from Michael Myers 
for long. Eventually, one day after school, he cornered me and 
demanded to know what my problem was. There was no apology or any 
intention of giving one, but somehow a silent understanding formed on 
what buttons not to push and we were friends again. I was never 
exactly sure how it was resolved so easily. 

loot 

_**(Two years later) **_ 

_October 19 th_ 

Michael's tenth birthday was nothing big, just cake and ice cream. 

Two year old Boo clung to her brother's pantleg as we ran around the 
backyard. But, when it came time for Michael to give her a piece of 
cake. Boo took the opportunity to smash it in his face. It was a rare 
treat to hear him laugh while he cleaned his face, only for Deborah 
to smash another piece into him, resulting in an all out food 
fight . 

A few hours later, when everything had been cleaned up, Michael all 
but drug me up to his room, only saying that he had something to give 
me. His bedroom seemed like an average boy's room; a bed, desk with a 
cage on top for his pet rat, clothes strewn about, and posters of his 
favorite bands. Rushing over to his nightstand, he pulled out an 
object wrapped in red paper. 

"Here. Happy Birthday," he said, handing me the package. 

"But, my birthday was a month ago, " 

"I know, but I was able to get enough money to get your gift. My mom 
helped a little, " he seemed uncomfortable as I ripped it open and 
gently pulled out a beautiful dagger. The freshly polished blade 
attached to an antique gold-painted handle with a crimson jewel in 
the center. 



"My mom doesn't know I got you a dagger. She thinks I was saving up 
for a piece of jewelry," I heard him say. 

"You remembered, I smiled as I thought back to the first time I saw 
the bladea€ 1 

_/oo/FLASHBACK START/oo/_ 

_ (September 5 th )_ 

_So far, the week of my birthday had been terrible; my aunt had come 
to visit from California to try and convince my dad to take me with 
her (I was shocked to see him come to life and adamantly argue to 
keep me) , I had gotten three lunch detentions for not doing my 
homework, and on the day of my actual birthday, I awoke to find that 
Baby had passed away in her sleep. _ 

_Michael tried to distract me by taking me anywhere I wanted, even 
though he didn't like going out and doing anything. We had just 

gotten ice cream when we passed the thrift store. In the front 

window, the dagger rested in the center of all the other show pieces. 
I walked over and pressed myself to the glass. _ 

"_What ' s wrong?" he asked, coming up beside me. _ 

"_This dagger, " I pointed to it, "My grandmother used to have one 
just like it," I looked at the price tag, "It's too much, 

"_Wait here, " he said and went into the store for a few minutes 

before coming back out. He didn't bring it up again. _ 

_/oo/END FLASHBACK/oo/_ 

After that, Michael began disappearing afterschool and days off, 
doing more chores around the house and doing small jobs for the rare 
few neighbors that weren't scared of him; namely Ms. Jennis, an 
elderly woman who was like a grandmother to all the neighborhood kids 
and was one of the few people that Michael highly respected and 
liked. I had known it was unusual behavior on his part, but then 
again, Michael was anything but normal. 

"it's no big deal," Michael shrugged, "You really liked it and I 
guess you're my best friend," 

"Thank you!" I threw my arms around him in a tight hug and 
immediately his whole body stiffened. 

"Kat, I'm not really a hugging person," his voice was strained as he 
pried me away from him. 

"Sorry," I muttered, feeling myself blush. Having grown slightly 
taller over the years, it was easy for him when he patted the top of 
my head. The silence was broken, though, by Judith. 

"Brat! Get off your girlfriend and get down here! Mom has something 
for you!" she yelled. Michael growled and clenched his fists, 
angrily . 

"I'm gonna kill her," he bit out. 



"Don't say that," I scolded. It wasn't uncommon for siblings to 
threaten each other, but when it came to Judith and Michael, those 
threats had to be taken seriously. For a while now, Michael had 
talked about harming not only Judith, but Ronnie as well. I was 
brought out of my thoughts when I heard Michael scoff. 

"I can't take much more. Life would be so much easier if it were just 
me, Angel, and my mom, with Judith and Ronnie gone!" 

"You don't mean that," I whispered. 

"Wanna bet?" with that, he left the room and I followed close 
behind . 

Twelve days later, on Halloween, Michael murdered Ronnie, Judith, and 
her boyfriend Stevena€ 1 

**Review! Would you believe this was 18 pages written and 14 pages 
typed?! I'm really happy with this and I hope you all like it. I 

figured Kat wouldn't know about Wesley and Michael killing him. 

* * 


**There are two parts to the prologue, the next part is when Kat is 
older and Michael is in the sanitarium. ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


2 . Prologue-Part 2 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Prologue part 2**_ 

_Italics- Flashbacks_ 

**Bold -Underlined**- **Michael's writing** 
loot 

_** (Eleven years later) **_ 

_Kat=18_ 

_Michael=2 1_ 

I always visited him on the days his mother and Dr. Loomis weren't 
there. My visits were our well-kept secret; it was far too easy to 
get the staff to keep their mouths shut, though I never understood 
why. It wasn't hard to get to the sanitarium either: daddy dearest 
never noticed the money in the savings jar disappearing and my 
appearance made it simple to take the bus. 

At first, he was happy to see me and we would sit in the cafeteria 
for hours. Every week, he had a new mask for me and was pleased when 
I wore it. But soon, he began to grow distant and eventually he shut 
down completely, never talking and rarely showing emotion. Then, he 
killed a nurse and at that moment, the Michael Myers I grew up with 



ceased to exist. But I never left him, and not once did he push me 
away . 


As the years passed, I watched him grow up behind a mask that, no 
matter what design or creation, always showed his stormy blue eyes 
that would sometimes turn black, but would always soften when I was 
near. It was no secret that I had fallen in love with him, even he 
knew it. I didn't care how wrong or inappropriate it was, he was 
still the boy who protected me from bullies, taught me how to fight, 
and spent weeks saving money so he could surprise me by buying a 
dagger that I wanted because it looked just like my 
grandmother ' s . 

It was on my I8th birthday that I found out his true feelings for 
mea€ 1 

I came in not long after Dr. Loomis left. A nurse named Sally, who 
had long since become a close friend to me, informed me that it had 
been a tough session and Michael was NOT in a good mood. He sat in 
the empty cafeteria, still chained to the table, by his wrists and 
ankles so he couldn't lash out. Again. 

"Hey Michael, " I smiled as I sat across from him. He seemed to relax 
as he stared, vacantly, at me, "Sorry I'm late. My aunt decided to 
visit and spend the weekend for my birthday. I had to wait until she 
went to bed before I could sneak out, " 

He motioned for something to write with and I took a pad and pen from 
my purse, handing it over. He scribbled out his response and handed 
the pad back to me, 

**I remember 

>I have a gift for you<strong> 

"You made me something?" I asked in shock at his uncharacterist ic 
gesture. His response was a simple nod as he handed over a wad of 
napkins he had kept hidden under his folded hands. I couldn't contain 
my excitement as I pulled away each napkin until I found a small, 
crimson, paper-machete ring that would fit perfectly around my 
finger. I was speechless as I watched Michael write something 
down, 

**Happy Birthday** 

"I don't know what to say," I whispered, "It's even my favorite 
color, " I slipped it on my left ring finger where it fit flawlessly, 
"What does this mean?" his gaze hardened on me and for a minute I 
thought I had angered him as he quickly scribbled something 
down, 

**You're mine** 

My heart skipped a beat as I read those two words over and over 
again, thinking of a response. Was this his way of saying our 
feelings were mutual? Looking back at his face, I saw him looking at 
me intently, waiting for a reaction. The chains on his wrists jingled 
as he tried to move his hands forward. Letting out a soft laugh, I 
hesitated before deciding to lean over and take one of his much 
larger hands in mine. They were cold, but not freezing. Was it wrong 
to love holding the same hands that murdered five people in cold 



blood? 


"Michael," I sighed, "I-," 

"Lights out!" an orderly shouted as they and Sally entered the room. 
Aggravation was quickly replaced with heartache as I watched them 
take Michael away. Two orderlies gave me leering looks as I stayed 
close to Sally when we passed. 

"Goodnight, Kitty Kat, " one said, lowly and arrogantly. Since they 
knew my visits were secret, they took full advantage of it by giving 
me terrible nicknames that only became worse as I grew older. 

"I thought you had a new name for her?" the one provoked, just as 
arrogant . 

"That's right!" I ignored them as best I could, but their next words 
made me freeze. 

"Have a good night, Halloween whore, " I could faintly hear Sally say 
something, but I was lost in thought. Names were a common place for 
me since I was so loyal to a killer, but I wasn't a whore. In fact, I 
was the exact opposite. I couldn't let them get to me though, that's 
what they had wanted. Putting on my best, fake smile, I turned to the 
orderlies' smug faces. 

"Trick or treat boys, " I said in the best sultry voice I could muster 
and only hope it was enough to get them to shut up. It worked as they 
only stared at me while I walked away with Sally laughing under her 
breath, next to me. We entered the nurses' station and I turned my 
back to the other two nurses in the area and spoke quietly to Sally, 
so only she could hear me. I felt nervous, knowing that my next 
request would only further imply that I was a "Halloween 
whore . " 

"Let me stay the night," I whispered, "I need to talk to him. Don't 
tell anyone I am here and I will sneak out by morning, " Sally stared 
at me a few minutes, probably wondering if I had finally lost my own 
mind, before pulling a key out of her pocket and giving it to me. 

"I never saw you," she whispered, casting a glance at the two 
oblivious nurses, "Leave it on my desk in the morning, " I gave her a 
silent thanks and slipped into the shadows to avoid any staff. For 
once, things were on my side. 

loot 

The key slid perfectly and I felt my confidence return. The door 
creaked open and I found Michael sitting on the other side of the 
room at a table, making wheat appeared to be another mask. 

"Hey," I said, closing the door. I knew he heard me, but he didn't 
turn around. Making sure the door was secure; I walked over to him 
and sat in the empty chair beside him. He didn't look up, keeping his 
gaze on his mask, even though he stopped working on it . I sat back 
against the chair. 

"Eight more weeks and it's been eleven years," I said, quietly and he 
finally looked my way, "In eight weeks, it would mark eleven years 
since you've been in here," I watched him pull over a blank sheet of 



paper and dipped his paintbrush into the nearby paint. 


**I know that** 

**Why are you telling me?** 

"I don't know, I always think of this stuff. Like, for example, if 
none of this ever happened and you were still on the outside, we 
would be celebrating my birthday, " I took a deep breath as another 
piece of paper was handed to me. 

**You could've come earlier** 

**The nurses like you enough to bring a cake** 

I laughed, this was the most he had "spoken" or shown any kind of 
emotion in a _very_ long time, "You know that Dr. Loomis can't know I 
come here. Last thing we need is for him to follow and question me 
about you . " 

**He can't do anything** 

I smiled, but it felt forced; all emotion over the past eleven years 
since I was seven was ready to explode out of me. For once, I was 
alone with Michael without any kind of supervision or security 
cameras. He turned so he fully faced me, making it harder to control 
my feelings. His vacant calmness wasn't helping much either. 

"You know, I used to hate you for a long time after the killings. I 
was alone again and teased because my best friend was a killer and he 
wasn't there to be my "bodyguard"," I blurted out, "I was angry and 
confused that everyone's worlds were upside down and I blamed you for 
everything, even the future, " 

**The Future?** 

"We all forgot my real age through all of this, even I did. I was 
still a little kid at heart even if on the outside, I had more 
maturity than most middle schoolers. I used to think that when we 
grew up, things would be easier. You or Judith would be out of the 
house and either way, there wouldn't be any fighting. Your mom 
would've broken up with Ronnie and maybe found a good man. Angel 
would actually have her family, " angry tears formed in my eyes, "We 
would have been known as the Haddonfield Freaks together, " I took a 
deep breath and looked down at my paper-machete ring. 

"This ring could've been real and we would've married once I 
graduated, this year. ClichA© fairytale, I know, but what do you 
expect from a kid? ! It was all shattered in the end; everyone is 

dead, Angel is gone, and you're gonna spend the rest of your life in 

here!" At that point, I was crying and couldn't stop the words from 
pouring out . 

"And the whole time, I blamed you. I blamed myself too; if I had gone 

trick or treating with you and went back to one of our houses to 

trade candy, I could've stopped you! You would have had a chance, 
maybe, and-, " two cold hands grabbed my face, roughly, forcing me to 
stop talking. I was forced to open my mismatched eyes and look into 
his now black ones, not a good sign. It was silent as we looked at 
one another. He seemed completely unfazed by my breakdown and that 



only seemed to add to my annoyance. But what else could I expect from 
the "cold and heartless" Michael Myers? When I was calm enough, 
Michael handed me a note he had apparently written during my 
rant . 

**Not your fault** 

**Won't be in here long** 

**You're mine, always mine!** 

I didn't bother deciphering the broken messages or why he was acting 
possessive and completely unlike himself, "I'd hug you but I know 
you've never been a fan of those," I let out a choked laugh and 
studied my ring, "I'll tell you what, if it will appease you, between 
us when I wear this ring, I will consider myself Katarzyna Myers so I 
can't belong to anyone else," I said, jokingly, trying to lighten the 
tense air I had created. Part of me was hoping for a reaction while 
another part was hoping he would ignore me and return to his 
mask . 

What happened next, however, shocked me to the core. Michael grabbed 
my upper arms and pulled us both to our feet. He had gotten much 
taller; I barely reached his shoulders. His grip was so tight, I was 
sure there would be bruises later. I had almost attempted to break 
free when he dipped his head down and studied my eyes, as if he were 
trying to see if I was serious about my remark. I froze in place; our 
faces were centimeters apart, our breaths mingling. 

Finally, I lost control and closed the short distance between us, 
pressing my lips to his. He immediately stiffened and tightened his 
grip on my arms while I remained unmoving, waiting for a response. 
Before I, inadvertently, gave him the chance to contemplate throwing 
me across the room and away from him, I began to pull away. It was 
then I felt him move, pressing his lips to mine in a hard, crushing 
kiss that I was sure would bruise my mouth and leave me with an 
explanation to make up and tell my aunt later, when she saw. 

I held onto the front of his shirt, unsure of what to do; he was 
never one for physical contact, _this_ was definitely pushing the 
envelope. His hands never moved from my face, though the occasionally 
went to my hair, probably unsure of whether to let me go or shove me 
away. Mentally I was thankful he kept his hands in place, considering 
I kept my dagger in my waistband. A very dumb move on my part; I may 
have loved him, but I knew that Michael and any type of knife or 
blade was NOT a good mix. 

After a few moments, I slowly let go of his shirt and let my hands 
levitate before cautiously draping them on his shoulders, which was a 
feat, considering I was much shorter than him. Something broke inside 
of his and I found myself pressed into the wall with Michael's hands 
gripping my waist, just above where my dagger rested. His eyes were 
back to blue, but looked to be edged with that familiar rage-filled 
black. It was a sign that he was losing control and I was not 
entirely safe. 

"Michael, " I whispered, hoping to distract him, "This is 
uncomfortable, " to prove my point, I shifted my body away from the 
masks hanging on the wall. But, the movement made my body rub against 
his and it seemed even _he_ couldn't contain a slight shudder. I let 



out a soft, almost silent moan at the feeling before he yanked me 
away from the wall and all but threw me towards the bed, the barely 
used springs quietly creaked as I landed on the mattress and he 
approached me predatorily. 

The rest stays between Michael and I . 

loot 

Unfortunately, one night, my aunt caught me trying to sneak out again 
and when the weekend ended, she took me with her to California; my 
dad didn't even argue this time. I never even got to say goodbye to 
MichaelaC 1 


**Review! Okay next chapter is technically chapter 1 and it will have 
another time jump where Kat returns to Haddonfield for reasons that 
involve her father and an incident that took place in California. 

Will she run into her childhood friend who has escaped, and more 
importantly, will he let her live?** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


3 . Chapter 1 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter One**_ 

_(Seven years later)_ 

_Kat=2 5 

>Michael=2 8<em> 

My breath came out in pants as I ran alongside my younger cousin. I 
could barely hear our pursuers' footsteps anymore, but I knew they 
would catch up; revenge was a powerful thing. They followed us from 
California all the way to my hometown of Haddonfield, Illinois; a 
foot chase was nothing. 

"Kat, where are we going?" Emmy panted out. I grabbed my cousin's 
wrist and crossed the street, not answering her. Not much had changed 
in the seven years I'd been gone, which wasn't much of a surprise. We 
stopped at an abandoned, white house that time had not been too kind 
to; the Myers' house. It had always been a second home to me and 
right now, it was our only safe place. 

"There you are!" I turned and saw our pursuers quickly gaining on us, 
the four of them huddled together. Making sure Emmy was still at my 
side, we ran to the front door and pushed our way in. Slamming the 
door, I began barricading it with any piece of old furniture I could 
find . 

"Emelyn, go hide!" I commanded and watched the little girl run up the 
decaying stairs. Suddenly, I could hear them banging on the door, 
trying to break it down. 


"Let us in, Kat!" one shouted. 



"You'll pay for nearly killing Derek!" another yelled. The old 
furniture couldn't hold out as the door busted open. As they 
approached, I pulled out the dagger I kept sheathed in my 
waistband . 

"I was defending myself! The moment I refused his advances, he tried 
to kill me! It wasn't like I could go back to my aunt's because she 
was dead," I said evenly, trying to keep my anger in check. It only 
took my father dying for me to finally get out of dodge with Emmy 
because I was the sole beneficiary for any inheritance he left 
behind . 

"He's still breathing! He should consider himself lucky!" I continued 
as they surrounded me, ready to pounce. 

"Artie, go find the kid," Artie nodded and made for the stairs. I 
went to chase after him when someone wrapped their arms around my 
waist and hoisted me into the air. They were stupid enough to leave 
my arms free, giving me the perfect opportunity to strike. I thrusted 
the dagger into the guy's side, just below his ribs. Screaming, he 
dropped me and fell. Writhing in pain, he held the wound and screwed 
his eyes shut. Without pausing, I stabbed him in the chest three more 
times and watched his body go limp. One down, three to 
go . 

loot 

_(Emelyn "Emmy")_ 

Her short legs were growing tired as Emmy ran down the hallway, away 
from the man after her. Turning the corner, she faintly heard a creak 
before the floor under her gave away. She let out a shrill scream as 
she grabbed the edge of the newly formed hole, tears pricking at her 
eyes. The sound of footsteps were heard and the man who was chasing 
her, appeared. 

"Eound you," he growled, menacingly, as he reached down for her. But, 
before he could, Emmy saw a shadow appear and pull the man back. 

There was a scream followed by an eerie silence. Then, the figure 
appeared again; it was a man, the tallest one she had ever seen, 
wearing a white mask and holding a large, bloody knife. 

"Help," she whimpered, feeling her grip slipping. The man looked at 
her and cocked his head to the side. It felt like an eternity had 
passed for Emmy, before he knelt down and grabbed the back of her 
collar, pulling her up. He stood to his full height and Emmy noticed 
she barely reached his hip. 

"Thank you, " she sniffled. The man continued to stare at her until a 
loud crash was heard downstairs, making the man turn and walk away. 
Taking a deep breath, Emmy ran to catch up with 
him . 

loot 

_(Katarzyna "Kat")_ 

Pain radiated through my back as I was thrown and landed on the old, 
warped, wooden table, breaking it. My dagger had been thrown a few 
feet off, leaving me unarmed, and now, injured. Before I could get my 



bearings, I felt one of the two grab my ankle and yank me towards 
them. When he leaned over me, I blindly clawed at his eyes and was 
satisfied when he screamed and fell, holding his face. Ignoring my 
body's protests, I got up and ran to my dagger. Not giving him a 
chance to recover, I drove the blade into his stomach until he too 
died . 

My legs felt weak as I stood, practically feeling the bruises forming 
all over my body. I was disoriented when my opponent grabbed the back 
of my hair and spun me around, before punching me in the face. My eye 
began to throb and I could feel the blood coming from my nose. His 
fist connected with my mouth and the metallic taste of blood filled 
it immediately. I was somehow able to stay on my feet and get my own 
punch in, effectively breaking his nose, judging by the crack that 
sounded. I was able to bury the dagger into his shoulder, but before 
I could stab him a second time, he grabbed me and threw me across the 
room, by the stairs. Groaning, I lifted myself onto all fours, only 
to be kicked back down. I couldn't catch my breath as I lay there and 
he stood over me. 

"Now, you will pay, " he said, gravely, as he picked up my dagger that 
rested by my hand and raised it above him. I closed my eyes tight, 
preparing for the pain and silently praying that Emmy would get out 
safely and find help; she was a smart girl. But the pain never came. 
Instead, a wet gurgling sound was heard and when I opened my eyes, I 
saw my assailant standing there, eyes wide and blood pouring from his 
chest and a little coming from his mouth. He collapsed beside me in a 
pool of blood and standing in his previous spot above me was another 
man. In my pain-filled haze, I faintly made out a white mask but 
nothing more. I watched him lean down and pick up the dagger, 
studying it carefully. Then, his gaze shifted to mine and he cocked 
his head to the side; a gesture done by only one person I 
knew . 

"Michael," I croaked out, blood garbling my speech. He only continued 
to look at me as I was swallowed into 
blackness . 

loot 

_ (Michael ) _ 

The moment he saw the dagger, he recognized it as the one he had 
given Katarzyna. He looked over at the unconscious girl, bloody and 
beaten. He couldn't help but feel angered at his old friend's 
condition. Had he known it was Kat, he might have acted sooner. But, 
she was the last person anyone expected to find in 
Haddonf ield . 

After her birthday, when she stayed the night at the sanitarium, she 
had visited two more times before disappearing. He had shut down 
further after that so not even Loomis couldn't even get so much as a 
glance out of him. He knew from Rat's constant complaints and worries 
that her aunt wanted to take her away from Haddonfield and to 
California. It was the only theory as to why the girl, who had stayed 
at his side for so many years, would suddenly vanish. 

But now, she was back. He remembered a few weeks earlier, police had 
been at her childhood home to take away her father who had finally 
drank himself to death. She must've returned to make arrangements. 



But, who were the idiots harming her? 

"Kat ! " Michael was ripped from his thoughts when he saw the little 
girl running to Kat. He had forgotten that she was even in the house. 
She had to have been a relative to Kat; they shared the same pale 
skin and mismatched eyes, except the girl had one blue eye and the 
other was darker, maybe brown. He couldn't tell. Kat once mentioned 
her condition was genetic and that it ran on her dad's side of the 
family and since Kat was an only child, this little one had to be a 
cousin . 

"Will you help her?" the girl sniffled and pushed her dirty blonde 
hair from her face. Michael looked at the three dead bodies around 
them and thought of the one upstairs. He could easily hide them and 
if they were found, the crime would most likely be blamed on him 
anyway. Without answering the child, Michael lifted Kat in arms and 
began to walk up the stairs, towards his old bedroom, hearing the 
girl running to keep up with his long strides. 

loot 

_(Katarzyna "Kat")_ 

I groaned and squinted my eyes open, trying to take in my 
surroundings. My body was still throbbing in pain, especially now 
that the adrenaline from the fight had disappeared. It was still dark 
out, so I could only assume that I was out for a couple of hours. 
Carefully, I tried to sit up, only to grit my teeth in pain. 

"Your ribs are hurt, " I looked over and saw Emmy sitting beside me, 

"I think you need a doctor," 

"I'll be fine," I ground out. Then, I remembered who I had seen 
before I passed out: Michael. But, why wasn't he in the sanitarium? 

Or was it all a figment of my imagination? 

"Emmy, did you see a man here? He wore a white mask?" I 
asked . 

"Yeah! He was the one who carried you up here," she said. I looked 
around the room; the paint was fading and chipping away and most of 
the furniture was either broken or missing, but I recognized it 
immediately: It was Michael's old room. My eyes scanned the area, but 
saw nothing. 

"Kat," I looked back over at Emmy who looked at me hesitantly, "I 
heard you call him, 'Michael' before you went to sleep. Is that the 
same Michael you always talk about?" 

"Yeah, only he isn't supposed to be running around Haddonfield, " I 
muttered . 

"He seems dangerous, " 

"He is, " 

"Will he hurt us?" I could hear the panic in her voice. 

"We should be fine," I reassured her. At least I hoped we were; seven 
years was a long time for someone as unpredictable as Michael to 



change. I watched Emmy yawn and stretch her limbs. I hadn't realized 
how late it was or how we hadn't been in Haddonfield for more than an 
hour before Derek's friends came after us. We never had a chance to 
rest . 

"Emmy, come lay next to me and get some sleep," I said, softly. Not 
bothering to protest, the little girl climbed into the small bed and 
fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow, leaving me alone with 
my thoughts. Eorcing myself into a sitting position, I let out a hiss 
of pain. Truth was, I probably did need a doctor, or bandages at 
least, but my first aid hit was in my bag, back at the motel where 
Emmy and I were staying. I was in no condition to travel back on foot 
and I had no car. 

I was brought out of my thoughts at the sound of the door downstairs 
opening and closing. A few minutes passed before Michael appeared in 
the doorway. Slowly walking over, he towered over me, turning his 
head to the side. He wore a green mechanic's suit and a white mask 
that covered his face. I could barely make out his abysmal black eyes 
through the holes the mask provided. 

"What are you doing here, Michael?" I asked quietly, so not to wake 
Emmy. He didn't move, just continued to stare at me. Sighing, I 
willed myself to stand, despite my body's protests. 

"You and I both know you were never supposed to get out of Smith's 
Grove," I continued, "Loomis and the courts wouldn't allow that. It 
was obvious from the moment you chose to shut down and wear masks, " I 
walked to the window, turning my back to him; which in retrospect was 
probably not the best idea. 

"Michael-, " I turned back around only to be met with an empty room. I 
hadn't heard anything to signal his leaving. I looked to the bed in 
hopes Emmy could confirm again that Michael had been there, but 
instead, she was sprawled across the blankets, snoring softly. I 
hugged myself as one question plagued my mind. 

Was he ever really there? 

**Review! I really hope everyone liked this chapter and I will start 
chapter 2 tomorrow! If anyone makes any questions or any theories 
they made up for anything that may happen in the story's future, feel 
free to PM me them and I will answer them as soon as I can (So most 
likely in the same day :3) ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


4 . Chapter 2 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Two**_ 

When I woke up the next morning, I felt as though I had been run over 
by a fleet of trucks. My muscles were stiff and my bones were aching 
terribly. Eorcing myself out of the bed, I was careful not to wake 
Emmy as I wobbled to the bathroom, thankful the room had a connection 
to the main one. 



Looking at my reflection, I finally saw what a mess I truly was. My 
hair was a nest of knots and dried blood that also seemed to cake the 
rest of my body. The side of my face was bruised and swollen from the 
punches and the parts of my skin that were exposed were dark shades 
of purple. I needed to clean myself up, but chances were the water in 
the place had been shut off years ago. It had crossed my mind to run 
down the street to see if the water still worked in my old house, but 
I couldn't risk someone seeing me in such a state. That would make a 
wonderful first impression after such a long absence. 

Brushing my fingers through my hair, I tried to untangle the knots as 
best I could. Whatever dried blood remained seemed to blend in with 
my dark tresses. My face was another story; the speckles that played 
along my features would need water to come off, as well as the red 
staining my hands. 

"Good morning, Kat ! " I spun around and saw Emmy in the doorway, 
looking cheerful and as if the events the night before had never 
transpired. In her arms was a bottle of water and an old 
washcloth . 

"Where did you get those?" 

"They were on the nightstand when I woke up, " she shrugged before 
handing the items to me, "Here, you look like you need them more than 
I do , " 

"I'm gonna ignore that," I muttered, wetting the washcloth and 
gliding it over my face, successfully getting the blood off. I 
continued to clean myself, watching the dark red leave my tanned 
skin, before running the washcloth through my hair and catching a 
majority of the bloody clumps. 

"Can I go explore?" I heard Emmy ask from her seat on the bathtub 
ledge . 

"No," I answered almost immediately. The last thing I needed was for 
her to find any of the bodies. I would need to find a way to shield 
her from the carnage when we left. Looking at my clothes, which stood 
out against my now clean skin, I sighed knowing that it would be next 
to impossible to hide the stains. Suddenly feeling defeated, I began 
to leave the room with Emmy at my heels. 

"We'll leave as soon as I'm sure no one will-," I stopped in my 
tracks as I saw the bed. Laying on top the covers was my black trench 
coat. It was my favorite and because of the length, nearly reaching 
my ankles, my aunt used to joke that I looked like a character out of 
an old detective movie. But, what was it doing on the bed? I had left 
it on my bed back at the motel with all our other stuff. 

"I didn't know you brought your coat!" I heard Emmy exclaim. 

"I didn't," A chill ran down my spine as I picked up the article of 
clothing and glanced around the room; first, the water and washcloth, 
not the coat. A small smile appeared on my lips at the thought of 
Michael possibly leaving them, but I quickly returned to reality. Eor 
all I knew, it wasn't Michael I'd seen last night; he could still be 
locked up in the sanitarium. The idea of another masked man lurking 
around made me feel uneasy. Again I shook my head, now was not the 



time to think about such things. Slipping the black fabric over my 
clothes, I fastened it closed. It covered all the blood except for my 
ankles and shoes. Running back into the bathroom, I had enough water 
left to scrub my sneakers to look suitable for the time being. The 
blood on my jeans had stained into the fabric to look like part of 
the stitching, as least far away. I could get away with this. 

"Let's go," I said quietly and lifted Emmy's small but gangly body 
onto my hip, "Bury your face into my shoulder until I say you can 
look, " she did as she was told and I grabbed my dagger that was left 
on the nightstand. Tucking it into my coat, I left the room. I 
prepared myself for the worst as I made my way down the stairs, only 
to find nothing. The bodies were gone, the only sign that they were 
once there were the pools of blood that had soaked into the 
hardwood . 

"Can I look yet, Kat?" Emmy asked. 

"When we get outside, " I answered, confusion evident in my 
voice . 

loot 

The one thing about Haddonfield that I was thankful for was that 
there were barely any people out and about to see us; with school 
starting a few days ago, the children were at school and everyone 
else was working. When we finally made it to the motel, I was met 
with another surprise. 

Ethan Sorrento, a kid I had befriended and spent my last year at 
Haddonfield High with, now dressed in police clothing and standing 
next to a squad car. My day was not working in my favor, at all. My 
steps faltered as we walked closer and Ethan noticed us. 

"Hey, Kat, " his voice was deeper that I remembered. 

"Ethan," I nodded, "How have you been?" 

"Can't complain; got a decent job at the sheriff's department and 
living the bachelor life!" he gave a boyish grin and chuckled. He 
gave me a quick once over and I felt my body heat up in fear of being 
found out. 

"What are you doing here?" I asked, distracting him. 

"Your dad's attorney called the sheriff when you told him what time 
you would get to Haddonfield. It would be too late for you to meet 
anyone, so they sent me this morning to come get you. I actually just 
got here, " It was then he noticed my face and his brows scrunched 
together . 

"What happened to you?" he began to approach me, but I stumbled 
back . 

"Everyone always used to say how my words would get me in trouble, " I 
shrugged and gave a tense laugh, "Let me just change clothes. I've 
been in this outfit since I left California, " I gave another nervous 
laugh and grabbed Emmy's hand, rushing into our room. 


"Listen Emmy, " I began seriously 


"No one can know about last night. 



It has to be our secret, " 

"Duh, " Emmy rolled her eyes. I sent a glare of annoyance her way 
before grabbing a pair of dress pants and blouse to change into. My 
body screamed as I peeled off my soiled clothes and pulled on the new 
ones. I ran my hairbrush through my hair and found my perfume at the 
bottom of my duffel bag, quickly spraying myself. I waited for Emmy 
to change into her yellow summer dress, despite the cooler weather, 
before we went to meet Ethan. 

loot 

"So, how did you get to Haddonfield from California? I don't see a 
car near your room, " Ethan asked once we all piled into the squad 
car . 

"My dad's attorney wired some money to me for plane tickets. He was a 
friend of the family, even though I never met him, and knew that I 
had no means of getting here, " I replied, "Speaking of which, I 
thought the whole will and inheritance crap took place after the 
funeral ? " 

"Normally yes, but your dad wanted to be cremated, remember? You'll 
get his ashes today too," I sighed as we all feel into silence. Such 
a small town, even your burial plans were no secret. It was a few 
moments later that Emmy began to hum, softly. 

"So, this is youraCl?" Ethan spoke up. 

"Cousin, Emelyn, " I replied. 

"Why didn't you just leave her with your aunt?" 

"My aunt died a year and a half ago. She got sick," A few beats 
passed before he spoke. 

"I'm sorry," I didn't respond as Emmy continued to hum, oblivious to 
our conversation. 

"Hey, let me ask you a question, " 

"Shoot, " he said, not taking his eyes off the road. 

"Have you heard anything about Smith's Grove? About Michael?" my 
voice was small, which only added to my frustration, especially when 
he laughed. 

"Why am I not surprised you would ask that?" he said, "I guess it is 
understandable that you don't know," 

"Know what?" Eear gripped at my heart. Had something happened? Was 
Michael hurt? Or was I not hallucinating before? 

"Michael Myers escaped from the sanitarium. Maybe a month after your 
aunt drug you to California. Killed a few guards and just vanished. 

He only ever shows up on Halloween and kills, just to disappear 
again," I didn't know whether to feel elated or wary about the news. 
But there was one thing I was certain of: it had to have been of 
Michael the other night. At least I hoped it was. 



/oo/ 


The attorney looked more like the mortician with his long, tall frame 
and bony hands. His face was sunken in and when he spoke, his voice 

was void of any feeling. How my dad and he were friends I didn't 

know, I didn't even acknowledge that my recluse father even _had_ 
friends of any kind. 

"My condolences about both your father and your aunt, " he droned as 

he went through the papers in front of them. "The three of us had 

gone to school together. I'm sure they will be missed," 

"Thank you," I whispered, not sure how to answer. 

"Did you receive anything from your aunt?" 

"A little bit of money that I spent on rent, " I inwardly flinched at 
how I was unable to keep my aunt's house, forcing me and Emmy onto 
the streets before Derek, an old school friend from senior year, had 
taken us in and in return I used the money for his apartment's rent. 

I hadn't minded at the time, but now I regretted the entire 
thing, 

"The rest of her money was put into a trust for Emelyn, " I continued, 
twirling a piece of my hair with my finger. I was uncomfortable in 
the nearly spotless office with the shuffling of papers being the 
only sound, except for Emmy kicking the desk as she swung her legs 
off the edge of the chair. 

"Stop it, " I hissed, putting a hand on her knees to keep them from 
moving. She gave a pout and slumped into her seat. 

"Well, let's get started," he cleared his throat and began to read, 
"I, Ruben Bury, of sound mind and hearing, leave my home and worldly 
possessions to my only child, Katarzyna Myra Bury. In addition to the 
estate, I leave her my fortune of $800,000-," 

"What?!" I choked, nearly falling from my chair, "How did he earn 
that much?! I don't even remember him having a job!" 

"You have immediate access to your inheritance, " he said, ignoring my 
outburst, "Just need to sign a few things, " he continued to drone on 
as I signed the papers, still trying to process the shock going 
through me . 

/oo/ 

Ethan was nice enough to pick us up at the attorney's and take us 
back to the motel. 

"Hey," I called just as he were about to leave, "Is Haney's Reality 
still open?" 

"Yeah, but old man Haney retired a few years back, his granddaughter 
runs the show now, " he answered, "You thinking of living here, 
again? " 

"Yeah, but not in my old place; not a lot of fond memories there, " I 
shrugged. The idea struck me and for once I didn't hesitate to bring 
it up, "What's the deal with Michael's house? Is it up for 



grabs ? " 


"Myers' House?! Why the hell would you want to live there?" 

"It was like a second home to me, or even more so. I would always 
visit there, at least until Deboraha€ 1 " I trailed off, glancing down 
at Emmy who swayed beside me, obviously bored by the conversation. I 
gave her the key and watched her run to the door and struggle a 
moment unlocking it before slipping inside. 

"I remember hearing about Ms. Myers. It was all over the papers for a 
short while, " his voice was somber, "Damn shame in my opinion, " I 
nodded, not wanting to bring up Angel or what happened to her. I 
turned and began to walk to my room. 

"You know," I turned back to Ethan's voice, "If you move into the 
Myers House, you'll re-establish your old reputation as the 
Haddonfield Ereak, " I was silent a moment before answering, a smile 
playing on my lips. 

"Home Sweet Home, " I said before disappearing into my room and 
closing the door. 

**Review! Okay, so I hope you are all liking it so far. This is my 
first Halloween fic so I am really nervous about accidentally 
screwing something up. 

>I hope I did a good job with the will reading scene because I 
honestly don't know how it would work. Next chapter is the first 
daynight in the Myers House. Hopefully, it works!** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


5 . Chapter 3 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Three**_ 

It was a matter of days when I put my house up for sale and two weeks 
later, a lovely family from out of town bought it for $285,000, 
giving me more money to add to my inheritance. Mr. Haney's 
granddaughter, Isabelle, was reluctant to sell me the Myers House but 
after much persuading, she was able to get me the house for $100,000; 
and extremely cheap price for obvious reasons, but it was a steal 
that I was not going to pass up. 

My next step was spending money on new furniture, paint, turning on 
electric, plumbing, and cable. Einally, there was the task of fixing 
up the place, including the hole in the upstairs hallway. When Emmy 
had told me the origin of the mysterious hole, I nearly had a heart 
attack thinking of how she could have easily fallen to her untimely 
death and how the rest of the floor could have given away at any 
point when we were leaving the house after our ordeal with Derek's 
friends . 


In the end, my final total of money left over was $585,000 and by the 
end of September, Emmy and I had moved into our new home. 



"I love my new room! You even painted it canopy yellow, my favorite 
color!" Emmy yelled as she ran into the kitchen. She had spent the 
better part of the day exploring every nook and cranny of the house, 
except the basement; she always feared them, even in the old house in 
California she refused to go into the cellar even though it had been 
fully furnished and turned into an entertainment room. There were 
many times my aunt threw a party with friends or for birthdays and we 
would have alternate keeping Emmy company upstairs. I had suggested 
keeping the celebrations on the main floor, but according to my aunt, 
the basement was the biggest room to work with. 

"_Canary_ yellow," I corrected her, "And I'm glad you like it," Emmy 
had jumped at the chance to take Michael ' s room, mainly for the easy 
entrance to the bathroom. I had been left to take Judith's room since 
the middle room was too small and I didn't want to sleep in Deborah's 
old room, all the way downstairs, with Emmy on the second floor. 

"Do I really have to start school tomorrow?" she whined as I set her 
dinner on the table; I wasn't the best cook, but a box of mac and 
cheese wasn't exactly rocket science. Emmy huffed as she sat in her 
seat . 

"Yes, you've had an extended summer vacation and now it's time to 
start second grade, " I mock whined, which only seemed to annoy the 
little girl more. She pushed her food around on her plate, stabbing 
the noodles and dropping them on the other side of plate before 
pushing them around again, showing no intention of eating. I made 
myself as sandwich and stood against the counter. 

"I have to start school too, you know," I continued, "I enrolled in 
the college nearby so that way I can get a good job and make a better 
life for us. So you aren't alone." 

"I like my old friends," Emmy muttered ignoring me and continuing to 
stab the noodles, only to drop her fork and continue to pout. 

"I'm sorry, but we couldn't stay in California anymore," I sighed and 
sat beside her, "There were bad people who wanted to hurt me, " I 
shuddered at the thought of Derek, his now dead friends, and 
_her_. 

"Apparently, there's a bad person here, but you have no problem with 
_that_, " she spat angrily. 

"Watch yourself," I warned, my voice firm. I didn't like punishing 
Emmy for her attitude, but that wasn't to say I never did it. 

"It's true!" she cried, sounding desperate, as if she knew I was 
thinking about disciplining her. I sighed, I understood her feelings. 
When I left Haddonfield, I was forced to leave my own friends, not 
just Michael. When I was in high school, I made three more friends: 
Ethan, Kimberly, and Joanna. But, according to Ethan, he was the only 
one left; Jo was now a big shot lawyer in New York and Kim got 
married and moved somewhere out of state. 

"I'll tell you what," I began softly, "I was able to keep Auntie's 
address book, which has their numbers. Be good in school and maybe we 
can give them a call this weekend." 

"Auntie?" she muttered, "She was auntie to _you_, " her voice was far 



away and I felt a pain in my chest. I should have never brought any 
of it up. 

"Come on, time for bed, " I whispered, neither of us hungry 
anymore . 

loot 

Emmy passed out as soon as I tucked her in. I had thought for sure 
she would be awake longer, nervous about the first night in a new 
house. But, she seemed fine, unless she was still upset with me and 
just wanted me to leave her alone. Slipping out of the room, I walked 
down the hall to my new room. 

Just like Michael's old room, I had completely changed Judith's room. 
I re-painted the walls crimson and the new furniture was dark, 
mahogany brown. The new bed was slightly larger and covered with 
black bed clothes. The room had a bit of a sinister look to it, 
especially with the light from the lamp casting an eerie glow, but I 
liked it. Plus, it beat the old, decaying motel room and the sickly 
pink room I left back in California. The mere thought of either of 
them made my stomach spin. 

Weariness fell over me as I changed into a pair of sweatpants and a 
tank top. Sliding under the covers and turning out the light, I was 
asleep within minutes. 

loot 

_ (Michael ) _ 

For the past three and a half weeks, he watched people come in and 
out of his home; repairing it, fixing it up. Then they started moving 
furniture in and he knew that it was final; he was about to get new 
housemates, a serious problem. Normally, he would do what he always 
did when someone tried to take over his home: scare them away by 
acting like a ghost and moving things about, and leaving grotesque 
things behind, kill the family pet, or just kill the occupants all 
together. But this owner was different. It was Kat . 

Despite all these years, she knew him too well; she would not be easy 
to get rid of. She never was. He had been watching her for a while as 
she fell back into her old childhood role as a Haddonfield freak, 
though as an adult she wasn't tormented, just avoided and gossiped 
about. She had recently enrolled herself into the college and talked 
to the girl, who he now knew as Emmy, about how their lives were 
changing for the better. 

Not to mention that a month ago, he watched her take out two grown 
men and nearly another before he intervened, all twice her size, 
using only that damn dagger. No, this would not be an easy 
task . 

Even the child was impossible; at least five times, earlier, she had 
nearly run into him as she explored the house. At one point, she had 
even tripped over his foot when she rounded a corner and he didn't 
move in time. But, she simply stood up, brushed herself off, and 
continued on her way, blissfully ignorant to the fact she had just 
run into a killer. 



Now, there he was, in the middle of the dark hallway, making his way 
towards Emmy's room. If he needed any fuel to hate Kat, he had 
certainly found it the minute he stepped through the doorway. 

The once blue walls were now a disgustingly bright yellow with 
butterflies painted here and there. The furniture was all white and 
everything was too neat and organized. One would never be able to 
tell a boy once lived there. She destroyed his room! 

He walked to the bed and stared down at Emmy. She was swathed in 
white and pale yellow blankets. She held a stuffed rabbit in her arms 
and was sucking her thumb, a look of innocence playing along her 
sleeping face. It almost reminded him of his baby sister when she 
would be asleep in her crib and he would check on her. He gripped the 
handle of his knife tighter in his hand as he furiously stalked out 
of the room and towards Rat's room. Judith's old room. 

Her room was much better than its original state, he had to admit, 
but that didn't change anything. He looked at his sleeping friend and 
began to raise his knife, only to stop with his arm in midair. It 
should have been easy, just like all the others: stab the girl and 
let the pieces fall where they may. But he couldn't. He thought of 
Emmy then; she had just lost her mother not even two years ago from 
what he overheard Kat say, meaning that Kat was all she had left. She 
would be alone if he killed her. 

He didn't care. He shouldn't care. None of that was his problem. But 
the thought of harming either girl didn't sit well with him, 
something that never happened nor was supposed to. 

Lowering his arm, Michael only continued to stare at the girl. Her 
face had scrunched up as she made small noises and squirmed slightly 
from under the blankets; she must've been having a bad dream. 
Suddenly, she rolled over and swung her arm over the edge of the bed, 
effectively slicing her hand on his blade. He stared a moment before 
grabbing her wrist and turning it over. There was a clean yet shallow 
cut on her palm, blood slowly trickling along the lines of her hand. 
He dropped her wrist and looked over at the nightstand where her 
beloved dagger rested. 

Three picture frames sat on the wooden surface, behind the dagger. 

One was of Kat with Emmy and her aunt at the beach, though, her aunt 
had been partly cut out of the picture. Not surprising by how she 
always talked ill of the woman; Kat probably only kept that little 
part of her aunt in the picture for Emmy's sake. He recognized 
Haddonfield High in the background of the second picture. Kat stood 
with three other people who he assumed were friends; two girls and a 
boy he knew was Officer Sorrento, the same idiot who had become Rat's 
shadow since she arrived, making a strange anger stir inside of 
him . 

He looked at the third picture and immediately fisted his hands. 

It was of him and Kat on his tenth birthday, the last photo they had 
taken together. They were both covered in icing and cake from the 
food fight that had taken place moments earlier. They both wore huge 
grins, Kat missing one of her front teeth, leaving a small gap. 
Between them, he could see the Angel's head as she climbed the table 
to reach whatever it was that sat there. She too held a smile on her 
face. His mother had insisted on taking the picture, stating that one 



day they would all be grown up and laugh at the memories the photo 
represented . 


Unable to look anymore, Michael angrily slammed the picture face down 
with enough force to make the dagger and other photos rattle. He 
heard a low crack from the frame, but ignored it. Taking one more 
look at the still sleeping Kat, he turned on his heel and stormed 
from the room, silently seething. 

No, this would not be easy at alla€l 

**Review! Okay, so I know it isn't long and nothing much happened in 
this chapter and it was kind of boring. Next chapter we get to see 
Kat awake to find her hand hurt and a picture mysteriously placed 
face down. ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


6. Chapter 4 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Four**_ 

That night, I dreamt that Derek had come to Haddonfield and took his 
revenge on me. No matter how hard I fought, I couldn't gain the upper 
hand and I was defenseless. 

When I woke up the next morning, my hand was stinging. Upon examining 
it, I found a long slice going down my palm, the blood having dried 
over the stained my skin. I had no idea where it came from and I was 
more than positive that my hands were unscathed when I fell 
asleep . 

"The hell?" I muttered and looked at my nightstand, thinking perhaps 
I had knocked my dagger over and my hand had just been the way of its 
path. But, it was in the same place I had left it, however, a little 
askew due to one of the picture frames having fallen over. I gripped 
the edge of the frame, wincing when I saw the glass was broken. Then, 
a thought hit me: How could it have been shattered when it just fell? 
It would've had to been slammed down with great force. 

I quickly looked around the room for any other signs of disturbance, 
but found none. What had I slept through last night? My hand didn't 
cut itself and the picture had to have been physically knocked 
down . 

"Good morning Kat!" I looked over at the doorway where Emmy stood, 
her hair disheveled and a huge grin on her face. Unlike me, she was a 
morning person, which had proved to be quite a challenge on some 
days . 

"Emmy, were you in my room last night?" I asked. 

"No," she shook her head, confused, "Why?" 

"Nothing, " I muttered and began my trek to the bathroom. 



"What happened to your hand? ! " she asked, horrified as I turned on 
the sink and stuck my hand under the water. I ignored the sting as I 
cleaned the wound and wrapped it in bandages. 

"What time is it?" I asked, ignoring her question. 

" 7 : 15 " 

"What?!" I shrieked; I had fifteen minutes to get both of us read and 
out the door to school. I looked over at Emmy and took in her messy 
appearance, letting out a groan. So much for a good first 
day . 

loot 

By the time I got Emmy to school and all the way to the college, I 
had already missed most of my first class. I seriously needed to get 
a car . 

After class, I had to go to my counselor to figure out what my major 
would be. The counselor was a nice woman in her early to mid-forties 
and always seemed to have a smile on her face. The only sound in the 
room was the clock ticking as she went through papers. 

"Well Katarzyna, it seems you show a lot of promise in creative 
writing," she said in her candy sweet voice. 

"I guess I just have a lot of stories to tell," I shrugged. 

"So, why are you not majoring in English?" 

I shrugged again, "It's not the easiest profession to break into. Not 
to mention it can be hard to make good money." 

"Do you have any other plans?" she asked. 

"No, " in the end, after maybe an hour and a half of debating and 
researching other options, she convinced me to major in Creative 
Writing after all. Plus, it was all too tempting when I thought about 
writing stories without really leaving the comfort of my 
home . 

loot 

When I was finally home, I had two hours to kill before I needed to 
get Emmy. The usual silence that met me suddenly felt ominous. 
Uneasiness came over me as I locked the door, dropped my bag on the 
couch, and made my way to the kitchen, hoping for some lunch. When I 
saw the piece of paper on the table, I had assumed that perhaps Emmy 
had left it behind this morning. But when I picked it up and read it, 
that theory was quickly dismissed. 

_Goodbye_ 

There was a long tail at the end of the "e" as if the writer had drug 
their hand down the paper. Despite the formal word, the angry 
scribbles looked like a child had written it. I looked closer at the 
word and then it hit me: I recognized that messy 
handwriting . 



"Michael, " I whispered to myself and quickly glanced around the room. 
How had he gotten into the house? More importantly, was he still _in_ 
the house? 

A knock on the door jolted me out of my thoughts. I folded the piece 
of paper and slipped it into my back pocket. The knocking didn't 
stop, becoming more insistent and I had to start jogging to get there 
quickly . 

"I'm coming!" I yelled, swinging the door open. An older man stood on 
the porch, relief evident on his face. His hair was shorter and had 
become now white, but his light blue eyes gave him away. I had seen 
him before, many years ago. 

"Dr. Loomis!" he looked confused at my surprise for a moment before 
quickly recovering. 

"Katarzyna Bury. I thought that name sounded familiar when I saw who 
bought the house," he said, "I congratulate you on keeping your 
visits with Michael for so long. I only found out about you through 
Sally after you left, " he explained. 

"Yeah, well he and I were always good at keeping things to 
ourselves, " I said, my voice sounding distracted. I felt my grip on 
the doorway tighten as I thought of what he was here for. 

"May I come in?" he asked. I hesitated a moment before stepping aside 
and letting him walk passed me. I followed him into the living room 
when he turned to me. 

"You need to leave this house, " I jumped at the firmness in his 
voice . 

"I'm sorry? " 

"He's not the same boy you grew up with, Kat . He has lost all 
humanity and is just the epitome of evil now, " His eyes were worried 
and his voice was desperate, pleading. I wasn't sure how to respond 
as I continued to stare at him for a few moments. 

"Dr . Loomis-, " 

"Just, hear me out, " he begged, "Anyone who has ever lived in this 
house has never been seen alive again. Their bodies are always found 
eventually. I do not mean to scare you but if he is willing to 
mutilate complete strangers, I do not want to think of what he would 
do to you, one of his oldest friends, " 

"I appreciate the concern, but I think I am fine here. I haven't seen 
anything that indicated Michael's presence," I lied through my teeth. 
But as I said it, my head was spinning of everything that had 
happened. The deaths of Derek's friends the night I arrived and how I 
had seen Michael that night, the appearance of my coat that next 
morning, the mysterious cut on my hand, the broken picture frame, and 
now the note. He was making his presence known, but the one question 
on my mind was if he wanted me dead now too. What about Emmy? 

"Kat?" I looked back at Dr. Loomis and realized I had zoned out for a 
few minutes . 



I crossed my arms and 


"You said he killed any occupant in his home, " 
cleared my throat, "What about children?" 

"No families ever moved in here out of fear. Only couples with dogs, 
kids just starting out on their own, maybe someone who was finally on 
their own and didn't want an apartment," Dr. Loomis shook his head, 
"No children from my research, but that doesn't stop parents from 
keeping close eyes on their kids on Halloween, " 

I nodded and walked back into the kitchen, Loomis close behind. I 
offered him a drink but he declined, leaving me to drink coffee 
alone. I absentmindedly played with my bandaged hand as I thought 
about the cut. If Michael was the cause behind my injury, that meant 
he was in my room last night with his knife. He could have killed me 
if he wanted, but instead he smashed the photo of us as children and 
left my hand lacerated. Emmy had been completely unharmed and nothing 
in her room had seemed to be disturbed. My head started to pound as I 
tried to figure out what he was planning. 

"What happened to your hand?" I heard Loomis ask. 

"I woke up with it. It was just a shallow cut on my palm," I pulled 
out my dagger from my waistband, "This must have fallen over and my 
hand was in the way, " I let out a little chuckle but the look on 
Loomis's face said that he didn't believe me in the least. 

"He won't kill you right away," Loomis warned, "He is like a cat and 
his victims are the mice; he likes to play with them before striking. 
Make them live in fear and paranoia, then the moment they let their 
guard down and feel safe, he attacks. He is extremely patient, 
inhumanly so, " 

"Is there anywhere you can go?" I shook my head. 

"No. My only other relatives are Emmy and my aunt. My aunt died last 
year from a bad case of pneumonia that she couldn't recover from. 

Emmy is only seven and I am her sole caregiver. I can't go back to 
California, " I rubbed my head and squeezed my eyes shut to try and 
subdue my migraine, "I don't plan on leaving though," I 
continued . 

"Why can't you go back there?" he asked, softly and suddenly I was 
annoyed . 

"Don't try and use your psychiatrist crap on me, I won't fall for 

it, " 

"I am simply asking questions," 

"No, you are probing; trying to get as much information out of me as 
you can because I am the big mystery in Michael ' s past that you never 
knew. I am the secret visitor for eleven years and the only one who 
was ever able to break through his walls, " I bit out, _"Which would 
make him only want to kill me more, I thought in 
realization . 

"Well that is quite a feat, " he said, his voice still casual and 
light, "But that wasn't what I was looking for. I was simply curious 
about why you returned and why you can't go back," I looked at him 
for a moment, wondering how well he could be trusted. But, he looked 



at me in a way no one other than Michael ever had, like he wanted to 
hear what I had to say. Sighing, I stood and walked over to the phone 
and quickly punched in the number I wanted. 


"Hello, this is Katarzyna Bury; I was hoping to speak to Emelyn 
Bury?" I asked, "She is in the second grade," I answered before 
waiting a few minutes. 

"Hello?" Emmy's voice asked from the other end. 

"Emmy, its Kat, listen: I know I am supposed to pick you up after 
school-, " 

"Can I walk home?! I know my way!" she pleaded and I laughed, 
"Please, Kat? All the other kids get to walk home by 
themselves ! " 

"Well that was going to be a question, if you could walk home, " I 
heard a delighted squeal and I smiled, stifling another laugh, "But 
you have to come straight home and not speak-, " 

"To any strangers," she finished for finished me. Did it make me a 
bad guardian to let a seven year old walk home alone? I had always 
done it, and Haddonfield was such a small town, everyone looked out 
for everyone most the time. 

After saying our goodbyes, I hung up the phone and returned to my 
seat across from Loomis. 

"Eine, " I gave in, "As long as you promise this will stay between 
just us, " 

"You have me word, " 

"Then I will tell you the truth about why I had to leave 
California, " 

**Review! Next chapter we find out the truth behind Derek and Kat ' s 
life before she returned to Haddonfield! Sorry for the long wait, 
blame school. 

>But the good news is, in 6 days I graduate and will have time to 
actually focus on writing! Until next time, read and 
review ! <strong> 


7 . Chapter 5 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: I have officially graduated high school and have the entire 
summer to do nothing but write! Hopefully I didn't keep you all 
waiting too long :3 

>Here is the chapter that shows Kat ' s past. <strong> 

_**Chapter Eive**_ 

There was silence between us for a few minutes as I gathered my 
thoughts; this would be the first time I talked about _the incident_ 
since it happened. Even the police only got what they needed, not the 



ones that I had to bury inside. 


"I just want to begin by saying it was all in self-defense," I 
clarified and Loomis nodded, waiting for me to continue. I took a 
deep breath and began to twirl a stand of my hair with my finger, a 
nervous habit I had picked up when I was younger. 

"I guess everything started to go downhill the day my aunt dieda€ 1 " I 
began . 

_/oo/FLASHACK/oo/_ 

_The hospital had become a second home to Emmy and I over the past 
few weeks. Ever since Auntie had caught that case of pneumonia, she 
never seemed to have been able to recover. It only took a couple of 
days before she was admitted into the hospital and her health began 
to drop exceptionally. _ 

"_Hello, I'm here to see Ana Bury?" I asked politely when we came to 
the front desk, "She is in room 302?"_ 

"_Are you a relative?" the nurse asked, typing on the 
computer ._ 

"_I'm her niece," she looked down at Emmy who was practically 
bouncing in anticipation to get upstairs. _ 

"_And the child's relationship? 

"_Daughter, 

"_I'm sorry, but she can't come in. There is a nice daycare center 
for her to stay in while you are visiting, " she pointed to the double 
doors behind us and I felt Emmy's grip on my hand tighten. _ 

"_I don't understand," I whispered, "There has never been a problem 
before, " _ 

"_There has been a change in your Ms. Bury ' s health. It would be best 
if the young one stayed behind. No one should remember their mother 
that way," one look at the nurse's face told me everything; Auntie 
wasn't going to be able to hang on anymore and Emmy should not ever 
have to witness such a thing. _ 

"_Okay, " my voice was choked as I took my visitor pass and bent down 
to Emmy's level, "Go with the nice nurse to the daycare. I will come 
get you when I am done, " _ 

"_Why can't I come?" she asked, her bottom lip jutted out in a 
pathetic pout. I opened my mouth to answer but the words didn't come 
out. Instead I gave her a hug before letting the nurse take her. I 
knew I owed her an explanation after this and dreaded the thought of 
needing to give it. _ 

_/oo/_ 

_I quietly entered the room and heard my aunt coughing up a lung. She 
saw me and gave a tired smile and patted the arm of a nearby chair, 
wanting me to sit. _ 



"_Hey Auntie," I whispered, taking a seat. _ 

"_Katarzyna, so nice of you to come again, " she rasped, "Where is 
Emelyn?" I felt my heart sink; she never used Emmy's real name, she 
always had some kind of nickname for her. Mainly they were ones that 
didn't suit the little girl or ones that Emmy and I couldn't stand. 
But, in the end, they were her names for her and she never used 
' Emelyn . '_ 

"_She isn't with me today," I swallowed, "It's just us," it fell 
silent between us as it always did. I could only listen to the 
beeping of whatever machine was hooked up to her frail body. _ 

"_I need to get some things out in the open, " her voice broke me out 
of my thoughts, "I know my time is almost at its end and I know there 
are things unresolved between you and I,"_ 

"_Like what?_ 

"_You know everything I did was to protect you. I had to do 
it, 

"_Do you mean taking me from my home and dragging me across the 
country?" I asked calmly, "I mean I know dad was pretty neglectful 
but I took care of myself and was perfectly fine in Haddonfield, " 


"_That place was evil, " she said, her voice sounding stronger than it 
had in a while, "That boy was evil incarnate himself and you 
continued to stay one step behind him, 

"_What?"_ 

"_Don't think I didn't know about your nightly trips to that asylum. 

I knew before we left, I just prayed that you would come to your 
senses, 

"_Auntie, you only ever visited twice since Michael was committed, 
how do you-, 

"_You would talk in your sleep and that name of evil was always on 
your lips. You were so anxious to leave the house at such odd hours 
for the most trivial things. Then you would come back, acting like a 
whole different person, " _ 

"_Auntie, I'm not here to argue-," _ 

"_That place tainted you Katarzyna! You changed; you became morbid 
and looked at everything so cynically. The only thing you ever talked 
about was that Michael boy! You were always reading the gory details 
of that massacre, sneaking out to see him and doing heaven knows 
what, 

"_Auntie!" I stood up and successfully stopped her ranting. The air 
between us was tense as I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 


"_We grew up together, " I said calmly, "He was my best friend and I 
couldn't abandon him. I used to look into his eyes and see the same 
blue color that belonged to the only person who gave a damn about me. 



Even when his eyes turned black-, " _ 

"_Remember how I say the eyes are windows to the soul?" she asked and 
I nodded, confused, "His eyes are black yet they didn't use to be," 


"_So?" 


"_That means he has lost his soul, " she fell into a coughing fit and 
I sat back down and rubbed my temples. I didn't like arguing with my 
aunt when she was sick, that wasn't what I was looking for what I 
visited. _ 

"_Look auntie, he is locked away in Illinois and I live here in sunny 
California, " I gave a small smile, hoping to ease her when deep down 
I wanted to scream, "I'm not here to argue about this. I just am here 
as your niece who is spending time with her sick aunt, 

"_I understand, " _ 

"_And just so you know, " I continued, "Whenever I visited him, I 
would talk and he would write his response. We just hung out," the 
term sounded too casual to me, but the smile that appeared on my 
aunt's face told me that response had just taken an invisible weight 
off her shoulders. _ 

"_You know I love you Katarzyna, " she rasped. _ 

"_I love you too auntie, " it fell silent between us again and 
eventually she reached over and took my hand and squeezed it. I 
smiled again, unable to stop myself, and squeezed back. _ 

"_Tell troublesome Emelyn I love her too, " she said and I laughed a 
little, remembering that ever since Emmy learned about the wonders of 
practical jokes, she had become known as 'troublesome.' _ 

"_I hate they wouldn't let her come in. Children are meant to be at 
their mother's side, not in some strange hospital daycare," she 
ranted to herself. I shook my head at her logic, but continued to 
squeeze her hand. _ 

_A couple of hours later. Auntie passed away._ 

_/oo/_ 

_Emmy hadn't spoken much since the funeral. Just as I had assumed, I 
dreaded when I broke the news to her. At first, she didn't fully 
understand and didn't react. But a few days later, when we went to 
the viewing, it had finally sunk in and she cried. Then she shut down 
and took to playing with her dolls in her room; the only time she 
showed any emotion was when she wanted me to tell her a story about 
Haddonfield. Her favorites were always of the tricks Michael and I 
played on Judith and Ronnie. _ 

_We had barely spent a week in our house when I realized it was going 
to be taken away from us. I had a dead end job at a local restaurant 
and had nowhere near enough money to pay the bills. We were staying 
at a motel until I had enough to rent a cheap apartment nearby. The 
elderly couple that managed the place had become like grandparents to 
Emmy who had seemed to become attached to them as well, leading to 



them becoming her babysitters while I worked. _ 

_I had been working late one night when Derek came in. He had come 

around a lot lately ever since he knew I worked there. He was nice 

enough to comfort me after my aunt died and even helped me keep 
Emmy's spirits up on my days off when I had run out of things to 

occupy her with. At the time he acted like a true friend, the friend 

I had known in school. _ 

"_Listen, I've been thinking," he began, sitting at the counter I was 
cleaning. _ 

"_About ? 

"_You stay at that run down motel while constantly trying to find 
apartments that are never showing up, 

"_Thanks for putting things into perspective for me, " I said 
sarcast ically and moved to the other side of the counter as he 
followed me. He brushed a hand through his brown hair, nervously. 


"_What I'm trying to say is, I have enough room in my apartment for 
you two, " he said quickly, "The rent is cheaper than constantly 
paying for your room and since I live there, you would only have to 
pay maybe half or less. You will have a good amount of money left 
over; you should be able to find a decent place in no time, " 


"_Derek, I don't know," I shook my head, "Plus, if it gets too bad I 
can swallow my pride and call my dad, 

"_For what? You said he barely knew you were alive, " I shrugged at 
his words. I was tempted to take him up on his offer, knowing the 
arrangement would work. Since he worked from home, Emmy could just 
hang out there while I worked. Plus, he had a point that I would be 
able to save my money better and it would only be temporary. Not to 
mention, he was one of the first friends I made when I came to 
California. I trusted him. _ 

"_It would only be a couple of months at the most, " I said seriously, 
"I don't want to impose," _ 

"_Impose on what? Kat, I live alone and always have too much time on 
my hands. There is nothing to worry about," _ 

"_Then, I guess we can stay with you for a little bit," I gave in. 


_I was stupid to think everything would fall into place. I was stupid 
to ever agreeing to move in. _ 

_/oo/_ 

_The first eight months living at Derek's was actually nice. Emmy and 
I shared the second bedroom and had enough room for the little stuff 
we had. Emmy and Derek had seemed to get along as well while I went 
to work and they hung out. I had even met some of his friends who 
seemed nice enough, though they reminded me of the immature guys I 
couldn't stand in school. 



It was the ninth month mark that things began to go downhill. 


_Derek had begun asking me out to dinner and movies every so often, 
always hiring a babysitter for Emmy before I could even answer. At 
first, I would go but always stressed it was NOT a date. But by the 
start of the fifth month, I realized he never got the hint and I 
began to work overtime and later to get more money, knowing the 
longer I stayed the worse it would get. _ 

_I finally had enough money to get a nice apartment not far from 
where my aunt lived at the end of the fourteenth month. All I needed 
was to break it to Derek. _ 

"_You're moving out?" he asked, shocked as I packed my bags. _ 

"_I told you it would be temporary," I told him, "I have the money to 
get my own place now, "_ 

"_You can't leave!" he shouted angrily, making me jump. _ 

"_First, don't shout because the walls are thin and the last thing we 
need is the neighbors calling the landlord. Second, I can leave and I 
will, " I walked around him and stormed out the room when he grabbed 
my arm. _ 

"_Why can't you stay?! We have been getting along so well!" his green 
eyes were wild as he yelled angrily. I hadn't realized how obsessed 
he had become, "We went on those dates ! "_ 

"_They weren't dates Derek! We both understood that," I defended, 

"I'm really sorry if I led you on, but I don't have those feelings 
for you ! " _ 

"_Oh? And where do your feelings lie?!" he was shouting again as he 
charged towards me and before I could move, grabbed the chain around 
my neck that held the paper mache ring Michael had given me all those 
years ago. He ripped it from my neck faster than I could react. 


"_So they lie with the same person who made you this crappy thing? ! " 
he yelled. _ 

"_It ' s not crappy! And what does it matter to you?!" I yelled back, 
"Someone very close to me gave me that as a birthday present, " 


"_Oh, you mean that guy you talk about in your sleep? What was his 
name? Mitchell? Michael? Wasn't he put away for murder!" I gritted my 
teeth. That was the second person that said I spoke of Michael in my 
sleep. What else had I said while unconscious? I narrowed my eyes at 
Derek, my anger coming off me in waves as he continued to talk trash 
about my friend. In the back of my mind, I knew Emmy was still in our 
room, probably woken up from our yelling, but at the moment I was too 
furious to care. _ 

"_You refuse to go out with me yet you are hooked on a killer!" his 
voice flooded into my mind as he continued yelling. _ 



"_Yeah!" I cut him off, "I won't be with you, yet I AM more than 
willing to involved with someone who murdered at least five people! 
What does that tell you? ! " I screamed and I barely had time to 
register what a terrible button I pushed, before I felt a fist 
connect with my face. I fell to the carpeted floor and took a few 
breaths before pushing myself up again. I watched him throw my ring 
to the floor and step on it, breaking the frail thing. Tears edged my 
eyes as I stood and shoved him. _ 

"_Now I'm really leaving," I said and began to move to the bedroom to 
grab Emmy and our bags. I felt him grab the back of my hair and yank 
me back, causing me to cry out. _ 

"_DEREK, LET GO!" I shouted loudly, fighting against his hold. 


"_You're mine," he cried and shook me as if to get the words through 
me . _ 

"_I was never yours!" I threw my fist back and punched him in the 
face, only to have him retaliate with two punches and a kick of his 
own. Our screaming at each other and me yelling for him to let me go 
and leave was getting louder by the minute. When Emmy poked her head 
out to see what was happening, I told her to go back into the room 
until I said for her to come out. She didn't need to be told twice. 


"_You're out of control!" I screamed. I had run into the kitchen and 
grabbed a nearby knife, feeling the need to have a weapon close to me 
and my dagger was in the other room. The action made the other knives 
fall to the floor as our fight resumed. Everything after that was a 
blur that ended in me being disarmed, hit a few times, and pinned to 
the ground with Derek seething over me. My head was spinning and 
black edged my vision as he spoke. _ 

"_This didn't have to happen if you just agreed to stay, 

"_You're crazy," I hissed and was able to break my one arm and leg 
free, pushing myself onto him and knocking him off of me. As he tried 
to gain his bearings, I turned and lunged for the knife, only to hear 
a gurgled cry behind me. I spun around and felt my eyes widen in 
shock. Derek was still on his back, but a kitchen knife was lodged 
him chest with Emmy standing over him, staring down at the body. Her 
pink dress had blood on it and she swayed on her feet, saying 
nothing. _ 

"_Emmy?" I whispered, "What did you do?!" she looked up at me, her 
eyes wide and her hair and shadows falling over her face, making her 
irises look darker than they were._ 

"_He was hurting you, " she said quietly, "You were going to use the 
knife on him but lost it, " I ran to the body and prayed for a pulse 
but couldn't find any. I rushed over to the phone and called for 
help. _ 

"_This isn't happening," I whispered as the other end of the phone 
rang. _ 

_/oo/END ELASHBACK/oo/_ 



"Emelyn killed Derek?" Loomis asked, astonished. I looked up at him 
in shock, not realizing I had let it slip about Emmy. I could fear 
the tears edging my eyes as I swallowed and nodded. 

"The rest is pretty self-explanatory, " I continued, "They took Derek 
to the hospital and thankfully neighbors heard us through the walls. 
They talked about hearing me yelling for him to stop. Emmy was honest 
about the whole thing even though I was planning to somehow take the 
blame . " 

"Seven year old stabbing him. Kinda hard to make a real case, " he 
said quietly. 

"Derek's friends believed it was me as did Mandla; she was a girl who 
went to school with us and didn't like me because Derek preferred 
hanging out with me. She never left his bedside but made it a point 
to tell me I would be sorry, " I let out a hollow laugh, "Then, just 
as things were starting to settle down, I got the call from my dad's 
lawyer about his death and that I needed to get back to Haddonfield 
for the inheritance, " 

_/oo/ELASHBACK/oo/_ 

_I was packing up the bags to leave for Haddonfield as Emmy sat on 
the bed watching me. We were back staying at the motel near the 
airport so we didn't have far to go when it was time to leave. 


"_So where are we going?" she asked. _ 

"_Haddonf ield, " I answered, shoving more clothes into the suitcase, 
"Where I grew up, remember? 

"_Where Michael lives?" _ 

"_Yes ! Exactly," I smiled and zipped up the bag and moving to the 
next . _ 

"_Will I get to meet him?" I paused at her question and looked at 
her. It wasn't a good idea, but after seven years, I wanted to see 
him and it would be a lie to say to say I wasn't dying to introduce 
him to Emmy who had since become my mini clone when it came to 
personality. He was a common character in my stories to her and she 
was always asking questions. The only problem was how would such a 
meeting go? _ 

"_Maybe, we have to see, " I smiled and zipped the last bag, "Do you 
remember our plan?"_ 

"_Yes, " she nodded and we both left for Haddonfield, unaware we were 
being followed by Derek's friendsa€l_ 

_/oo/END ELASHBACK/oo/_ 

"Your plan?" he asked, "What was your plan?" I looked at him and 
shrugged . 

"Nothing huge, don't get too excited," I said, "Just our plan of what 
we would do in Haddonfield and not to mention Derek or anything, " I 
looked at him as he read my expression for any deception. I looked 



over at the clock, not realizing how much time had passed and that 
Emmy would be home soon. 

loot 

_** (Emelyn "Emmy")**_ 

The bell rang as she ran out of the building. She heard a few kids 
yell their goodbyes to her and she waved in response. She began her 
trek down the street when someone came up beside her. 

"You're the girl that just moved into the Boogeyman's house right?" 
she looked over and saw a little girl beside her from her math 
class . 

"It's not the Boogeyman's house," she said. 

"Yes it is, " another girl said coming up to her other side, "His name 
is Michael Myers and he kills every Halloween, " 

"And anyone who ever moves into his house, " the other girl said. Emmy 
tightened her grip on her backpack and walked faster, but the girls 
followed . 

"You know there is a shortcut to your house through the woods, " one 
said, "But you shouldn't go through," 

"Why?" 

"Because the Boogey man haunts it!" The other girl said. 

"I don't believe you!" Emmy yelled. 

"Eine, then if you're so brave, go through the woods. Just follow 
that path and you are there, " the one girl challenged, pointing to 
the trail. Emmy swallowed but stood straighter and walked through the 
trees, hearing the girls giggling as they walked away. 

The woods weren't scary at all; she had been expecting something in 
the scary movies Kat watched, but the sun was shining through the 
trees with a few sounds of birds here and there. She kept to the path 
just like the girls said. She began to hum to herself until there was 
a slight rustle in the bushes behind her. Spinning around, she found 
nothing . 

Sighing, she turned and continued walking when she heard the sound 
again. She looked again, but still alone. 

"It's not funny!" she yelled, wondering if it was one of the girls 
playing a joke on her. She wasn't scared, but she didn't want to be 
embarrassed after her first day at school. Beginning to walk again, 
she slowly turned back ahead of her, only to stop at the figure 
blocking her way. 

It was the man from the house, the night he killed those me hurting 
Kat. He looked even taller now, wearing a dark green mechanic-looking 
suit and a white mask on his face that looked aged from the years. 

She looked up at his eyes and even though she couldn't see that well 
from her short height, she could make out that they were a mix of 
blue and maybe black. In his hand was a large knife that was stained 



in dry blood. 


"Hi," her voice was small as she looked at him. He didn't move, only 
turn his head to the side, "You're Michael right?" 

**Review! So, again I have officially graduated and can now focus on 
my writing before college! So what do you think of Rat's story? Were 
you expecting Emmy at all? What shall happen next chapter now that 
Emmy has run into our favorite killer?** 

**Until next time, read and review! ** 


8 . Chapter 6 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Six**_ 

**Recap : ** 

_(Katarzyna "Kat")_ 

"_Emelyn killed Derek?" Loomis asked, astonished. I looked up at him 
in shock, not realizing I had let it slip about Emmy. I could fear 
the tears edging my eyes as I swallowed and nodded. _ 

"_They took Derek to the hospital and revived him. Thankfully 
neighbors had heard us through the walls from start to finish. Emmy 
was honest about the whole thing even though I was planning to 
somehow take the blame, " I explained. _ 

_(Emelyn "Emmy")_ 

_It was the man from the house, the night he killed those men hurting 
Rat. He looked even taller now, wearing a dark green mechanic-looking 
suit and a white mask on his face that looked aged from the years. 

She looked up at his eyes and even though she couldn't see that well 
from her short height, she could make out that they were a mix of 
blue and maybe black. In his hand was a large knife that was stained 
in dry blood. _ 

"_Hi, " her voice was small as she looked at him. He didn't move, only 
turn his head to the side, "You're Michael right?"_ 

_/oo/ tool tool tool tool tool /oo/_ 

_Present Time:_ 

_** (Emelyn "Emmy")**_ 

Emmy watched as the man continued to stare at her. She remembered Rat 
telling her about how Michael stopped talking when he was sent away. 
She said that they communicated through notes. 

She quickly rifled through her bag for a moment to pull out a pen and 
her glittery, yellow notebook, before walking towards the man. He 
didn't move an inch, only studied her every move. When she was close 
enough she held out the notebook. 



"I'm Emelyn, " she said, "But everyone calls me Emmy. I like it 
better, " She opened her notebook and handed it to him with her pen on 
top of it, expecting him to take it. He didn't, instead only stared. 
Erom the corner of her eye, she saw his grip on the knife tighten for 
a moment, before loosening again. A few moments passed before he 
tucked the blade away in his waistband. 

But, he still didn't take the notebook. Slowly, she pulled it back 
and clutched it to her chest, feeling stupid for thinking he would 
accept it. She bit her lip out of nervousness and shifted her weight 
on her feet . 

"Kat talks about you a lot, " she continued, looking up at him. He 
turned his head to the side again, "She used to tell me all the 
stories about how you two always hung out. Sometimes she says your 
name in her sleep, " 

She began to think he was a statue. Actually, she would have believed 
he was a dead if he weren't standing up or for the subtle movements 
of his chest rising and falling. Emmy bit her lip again, trying to 
think of something. Would he open up if she talked about something he 
knew? She began to think back to the stories she heard. 

"You know, I like Halloween too, " she smiled, "My favorite thing to 
do is carving pumpkins. But, I was never allowed to use the knives; 
Kat says this year, maybe I can help her cut them, " 

"I think this year I'm going to be a witch. Last year, I was a 
ghost," she continued, "I scared Kat really good! Normally she is 
fearless and no one can get her, but I did! I hid in the linen closet 
in the bathroom and waited for Kat to get into the shower. Then, when 
she least expected it, I jumped behind her and yelled. She screamed 
really loud before she realized it was me, " 

Michael turned his head to the other side but remained still. 

"I got the idea from a horror movie we watched together: _Psycho._ 
Normally, I wasn't allowed to watch scary or violent movies but Kat 
says some rules are meant to be broken," she wasn't surprised to see 
no reaction from the masked man. Emmy sighed in defeat. 

"I have to go before Kat worries where I am," she gave a sad smile, 
"Bye!" she began to run past him when she stopped in her tracks and 
turned back to Michael. Wedging the pen into the spiral of the 
notebook, she ran up to him and shoved the sparkling notebook towards 
him. Instinctively, his hand wrapped around the object as she shoved 
it into his leg. 

"In case you have something to say," she told him. Satisfied, she 
gave a big smile and wave before running down the path towards her 
home . 

loot 

_** (Michael) **_ 

Michael watched the little girl run down the old path as he replayed 
their unusual encounter in his mind. And people used to say _he_ was 
a strange child. 



Never before had someone looked upon him in anything other than fear. 
On the rare occasion a child stumbled upon him, they would only stare 
before running away. He was an urban legend in Haddonf ield; the 
merciless child turned serial killer, someone to be terrified of. 

This child, Emelyn, had no fear of him whatsoever. 

Unlike most people, she took one look at his knife and knew who he 
was, only to strike up a conversation with him, or try to. He could 
see the little one was struggling with what to say, hoping for a 
reaction of some kind. She even went as far as to get a pen and 
notebook for him to write on. 

At that thought, he looked down at the notebook that was still in his 
hand. He turned it over to examine it, only to be nearly blinded when 
the sun glared off the glitter and into his eyes. Quickly, he ripped 
the cover off and held it away from the light. 

It was Rat's fault for the girl's bravery; it had to be. According to 
Emelyn, Rat always told her stories of their childhood and when she 
would visit him. If Rat wasn't terrified of him, then the kid who was 
in her care sure as hell wouldn't be. 

He clenched his fist in a mix of annoyance and anger, the notebook 
cover crinkling in his grasp. Turning on his heel, he began to walk 
down the path Emelyn had just gone down, putting the notebook in his 
suit and grabbing for his knife, feeling the smooth handle against 
his palm, instantly relaxing him. 

loot 

_* * (Rat ar zyna "Rat")**_ 

Loomis and I were still in the kitchen, staring silently at the 
counter, when the front door opened, signaling that Emmy was home. 
Within seconds, she bounded into the kitchen with a smile plastered 
on her face. 

"Rat! Guess what?!" she stopped in her tracks as she saw Loomis 
sitting there. 

"This must be Emelyn, " he said, turning to the girl and smiled, 
"Hello, " 

"Hello," she said, her voice small. 

"Emmy, this is Dr. Loomis," I said, "He was Michael's doctor when he 
had to go away, " 

"Oh! He was the crazy doctor in you stories?" I choked on my drink as 
Loomis turned to look at me. 

"Crazy doctor?" 

"I had to babysit her a lot. I entertained her with stories," I 
shrugged, "It made the stories more interesting," 


"A story about Michael Myers wasn't interesting enough?" he asked 
skeptically. Again, I shrugged. 



"I don't know, you were the one who wrote a book about him, did 
people find it interesting?" I countered. He was about to respond 
when Emmy cut in, clearly annoyed. 

"I wasn't finished!" she stomped her foot in anger and glared at me, 
"I had something to say," 

"What did you have to say?" I sighed. 

"I saw Michael!" Loomis and I froze as we processed her 
words . 

"Where?" Loomis asked, breathless. 

"In the woods, on the way home from school; he was blocking the path! 
I tried talking to him, but he didn't react. Just stood there," he 
voice was disappointed, before she changed the subject, 

"By the way, I need a new notebook. The glittery yellow one," 

"What happened to the one I bought you?" I asked. 

"I gave it to Michael. You said you two used to talk through notes, 
so I gave it to him in case he ever wanted to talk, " she seemed proud 
of herself as she grabbed her bag and left the kitchen, probably 
headed to her room to play. 

"What are we going to do now?" Loomis asked after a few 
minutes . 

"About what?" 

"About what?! How about the fact your little cousin has come across a 
deranged psychopathic killer and sees him as her best friend? ! She is 
in serious danger!" 

"That deranged psychopathic killer was my best friend, don't forget 
that! He has had plenty of chances to kill her, and even me for that 
matter, and hasn't. Besides, you said it yourself, he doesn't take 
children as victims, " 

"I said _* * ' hasn ' t ' * he _hasn't_ taken children as victims, but he 
also has a bit of a habit in targeting those he was once close to. 

You are no exception to this, " he gestured to my bandaged hand, "He 
_was_ your best friend, he isn't anymore. The only thing that goes 
through his mind is killing and how to do it. The Michael Myers you 
grew up with has ceased to exist; he is nothing but a ghost of a 
memory now, " 

I was silent as Loomis stood and we walked to the front door. 

"I will take my leave now, but I will be back later tonight to make 
sure you are okay," he said opening the door. 

"Fine, " I muttered. 

"Please take my words to heart Katarzyna, don't underestimate him and 
do NOT trust him. He will never go back to being the boy in your 
past, " with that, he left and I was alone to my 
thoughts . 



/oo/ 


_** (Emelyn "Emmy")**_ 

Emmy didn't go to her room right away; she left the kitchen and 
climbed onto the loveseat by the doorway, secretly listening in. She 
didn't think that her meeting with Michael would make Dr. Loomis and 
Kat fight. Emmy heard Loomis say that she thought of Michael as her 
best friend; that wasn't true. He was _Kat ' s_ best friend and, from 
the stories, he was also her protector. She didn't know if she saw 
him as a friend or not. But, he wouldn't hurt her or Kat, right? 

At the sound of a chair scrapping against the floor, she jumped from 
her seat and ran for the stairs, stopping at the top of them and 
peeking through the railings in the hall as Loomis and Kat walked to 
the door. 

"Please take my words to heart Katarzyna, don't underestimate him and 
do NOT trust him. He will never go back to being the boy in your 
past," he said before leaving. As soon as the door closed, Emmy stood 
and hurried to her bedroom before Kat caught her spying. Silently 
closing her door, she pulled her math homework from her backpack and 
moved to throw it on her desk to make it seem she had been doing work 
the whole time. But something shiny caught her attention. 

Placing her homework on the desk and climbing onto her chair, she saw 
that it was her notebook cover, the same cover as the one she had 
given Michael. It was now all crumpled up, the little bits of yellow 
showing, sparkling off the sunlight. Around it were scattered markers 
as if they had been knocked over. She picked them up and began to 
smooth out the cover when she noticed the slice through the middle of 
it; almost like something was stabbed through it. Like the knife she 
saw Michael holding. 

A knock on her door, made her throw the cover down and look up as Kat 
entered the room. 

"Hey, " she said, "You know this house is old and tends to creak a 
lot. Especially when a girl is rushing to hide so she isn't caught 
eavesdropping, " 

"I don't know what you are talking about," she said, starting her 
worksheet for subtracting double digits. 

"I need to teach you how to lie better," Kat said and walked around 
to Emmy's other side. The little girl tried not to wince when she 
heard the notebook cover crinkle under Kat ' s foot. 

"What's this?" Kat asked under her breath as she bent down to pick it 
up . 

/oo/ 

_* * (Kat ar zyna "Kat")**_ 

I looked down and saw something yellow under my foot and picked it 
up, only to see it was Emmy's glitter covered notebook top. Erom the 
same notebook that Emmy claimed to have given to Michael. 



I slowly un-crumpled it and felt my heart skip a beat when I saw the 
smooth slice in the center, like something was stabbed through it. 

Was this a threat? If so, why was he sending it to Emmy? 

Flipping the cover over, my heart continued its irregular beats as I 
saw writing on the back of it in black and red marker, in the same 
messy handwriting that could only belong to my masked 
friend, 

_KAT_ 

The stab mark went right through the center of the "A" and red marker 
was scribbled over my name. From the corner of my eye, I saw Emmy 
trying to see what the writing said. I quickly folded it in half and 
placed it in my back pocket, where I realized I still had the other 
note Michael wrote me, earlier that day. 

"Finish your homework and then we can have a snack, " I said, 
swallowing. I began to leave when I heard her begin to speak. 

"Are you scared of Michael?" she asked. 

"No!" I yelled before quickly regaining composure, "No. But just 
because I am not afraid of him, doesn't make him any less dangerous. 

I just know his tricks a little bit better than everyone else, 
including Dr. Loomis. Just, until I get this all figured out, try and 
be more aware of your surroundings," I smiled. 

"So what if I see Michael again?" 

"I doubt you will see him again," I said, standing up. Emmy returned 
to doing her work and hummed to herself as I left the room and headed 
downstairs, towards the kitchen. 

"I don't know what your game is Michael, but it's not going to work," 
I said out loud, hoping he was still lurking about to hear 
me . 

loot 

Sleep didn't come easily that night, as I kept switching glances 
between the ceiling and the broken picture on the nightstand of 
Michael and I. Sighing, I ran my hands angrily over my face and 
growled . 

True to his word, Loomis did come back a few hours earlier to check 
in and make sure Emmy and I were still alive. We spoke for a few 
minutes and he gave me more insight on Michael's condition after I 
left and the events of his escape. I knew that he was trying to scare 
me into leaving the house and stay at the motel until another place 
went up for sale. But, I knew the chances of any of that happening 
were unlikely. 

I stood from my bed and stalked to the bathroom, careful not to make 
too much noise when I turned on the sink and began to splash water in 
my face. I took a few deep breaths and closed my eyes. 

Turning out the light, I opened the door leading into Emmy's room and 
checked on her. She was sprawled out, half of her body was falling 
out of the bed. After re-arranging her into a more comfortable 



position, I slipped back into the hallway and towards my bedroom. 


I didn't notice the black mass in the middle of my bedroom until 
after I closed my door. I opened my mouth to scream, but suddenly a 
large, rough hand quickly covered my mouth to muffle the shrill 
sound. Looking down, I noticed the knife in his hand, only making me 
thrash more. The figure pressed me into the closed door to keep me 
still and tightened their grip on my mouth. It took a few moments for 
the adrenaline to wear off and me to finally see the aged, white mask 
through the darkness. 

When I was calm enough to him, I felt him remove his hand as anger 
coursed through me. 

"What the hell is wrong with you? ! " I yelled, shoving him, but he 
didn't move a budge. Michael only stared at me. It was silent as I 
tried to catch my breath from the near heart attack he had given 
me . 

"You really must be out of your damn mind to scare me like that when 
you _know_ I'm armed and can fight you," he was still for a moment 
before pushing me back into the door, trapping me, and held up his 
hand to where the moonlight was coming through my window. I realized 
the knife in his hand was my dagger. Looking down, I saw that his 
knife was in the waistband of his suit. 

In a way, he was taunting me like he used to when we were kids, only 
without words or childish play. Trapping me between the door and his 
body was his way of saying he was much stronger than I was and I 
didn't stand a chance against him. It was adding insult to injury 
that he had my own weapon in his grasp that he was probably be more 
than happy to use on me. 

"What are you doing here Michael?" I asked. He looked over his 
shoulder and I followed his gaze to a tall glass of water on the 
nightstand that I knew I hadn't put there. 

"To bring me a glass of water?" I asked walking around him. I walked 
over and sat on my bed, pulling out the two notes from the drawer in 
the nightstand. 

"So, what's with the threats, Michael?" I asked holding up the 
papers, "And I know you met my little cousin today and she gave you a 
notebook so you can communicate with me, " 

He didn't move at first. Then he unzipped the top of his suit and 
pulled out the notebook. Just as he fastened the clothes back into 
place, I noticed markings on his chest that looked like healed bullet 
wounds. What happened over those seven years? 

He threw the notebook down on the bed beside me and I was brought 
back into reality. 

"Why do you want me to leave so bad?" I asked, "I mean out of all 
people that could move into your house, I would think you would 
prefer me. I'm a little insulted," he didn't respond, only towered 
over me. He placed the dagger back on the nightstand and looked back 
at me . 

"I mean, I should feel kinda glad that you are warning me to leave 



first instead of just killing me, " I stopped and looked up at him, 

"Or is that it? You don't _want_ to kill me or Emmy, that's why you 
want us to leave. You _can't_ kill us," 

I knew I had taken it too far when he reacted faster than I could. I 
found myself, flat on my back against the mattress with him hovering 
over me, his large knife now in his grasp and pressed against my 
throat, the coldness of the blade touching my skin. I took care not 
to swallow, sure the slightest movement would break skin. 

His free hand pressed my one shoulder down further into the bed, to 
keep me still as one on his legs rested on the mattress as well at my 
thigh, partially straddling me, preventing me from rolling away. The 
air seemed to have left the room as all sound stopped. He looked into 
my blue and green eyes while I stared at his pitch black ones. 

I couldn't tell if he was taunting me again or seriously 
contemplating on slicing me up. Either way, I couldn't find myself to 
be scared. Something must have been wrong with me as well. 

It felt like hours had passed before he pushed himself off of me and 
took a few steps back. I slowly sat up as he shoved the glass of 
water into my hands. I stared at him a moment before taking a few 
sips . 

"Okay, you've proven you point, I guess," I said placing the glass 
down, "But I'm still not leaving," 

I suddenly felt strange; my vision was blurring and my limbs began to 
feel heavy. I watched Michael turn his head to the side as I placed 
my head on my pillow. 

"Michael, " I began, my voice slurred, "What did you put in the 
water? " 

Within seconds, I was lying down and felt the darkness surround 
me . 

loot 

When I woke up the next morning, Michael and the mysterious glass of 
water was gone, as was the notebook that he had thrown down beside 
me. Part of me believed it was a dream, that I had fallen asleep and 
imagined the whole thing. But, I could still feel his hand over my 
mouth and the cold knife against my throat. 

I looked over at the clock and saw I had an hour to get Emmy and I 

out of the house and me to get to my first class. I would have to 

worry about Michael later. 

**Review! I hope you all liked it. I have no idea what I am going to 

do with the next chapter. Maybe do a bit of a time jump, I'm not sure 

**If anyone has any ideas of something they would like to see happen, 
feel free to PM me and I can see if I can incorporate it in the story 
:D ** 


**Until next time, read and review!** 



9. Chapter 7 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Hey! As a treat to my loyal readers I am updating with TWO NEW 
CHAPTERS this time! The second one should be up soon if it isn't 
already! I hope you all enjoy!** 

_**Chapter Seven**_ 

_** (Michael) **_ 

Michael sat in his mother's old bedroom, now a guest room apparently, 
listening to the sounds of Kat running around upstairs. He could hear 
her muffled voice telling Emmy to hurry and dress so they could 
leave. Soon enough, he heard the little pitter patter of Emmy's bare 
feet joining Rat's movements. About a good twenty-five minutes passed 
before he heard Kat running down the stairs and moving about, 
muttering to herself. At one point he heard his name 
mentioned . 

"Damn Michael drugged me, making me sleep in," she said to no one, "I 
can _not_ miss my first class again, " 

Michael leaned closer to the door to listen to his friend's rants 
better; he hadn't technically drugged her last night. Her tossing and 
turning had become irritating, making him slip into the bathroom to 
find the sleeping pills she kept in the cabinet. He was able to leave 
through Emmy's room just as Kat entered the bathroom. He got a glass 
of water from the kitchen and was able to smash the pills up and put 

them into the drink. He heard the splashing of water as he returned 

to Kat ' s room and placed the glass on the nightstand at the same time 
she chose to return to her bedroom. 

Originally he hadn't planned on threatening to harm her so soon, but 
when she accused him of being unable to kill her, he felt a familiar 
rage build up. He found himself holding her down against the bed as 
he hovered over her, holding his knife to her neck. Every fiber of 
his body had been screaming at him to just slice her throat and be 
done with it all. But, when he looked at her mismatched eyes, he 
froze. She held no fear in her gaze, just the same emotion that she 
would hold anytime she visited him in the asylum: curiosity, 
frustrated, he pushed himself away from her and handed her the water. 

At least that would knock her out and leave him be for the time 

being . 

"Emmy! Let's go! We need to get out of here!" Rat's shouting broke 
Michael ' s train of thought as he opened the door just enough for him 
to slide out and enter the dining room that was never used when he 
was a kid and apparently still had no use now. He walked to the 
doorway and looked around the corner to see Kat, her back to him as 
she yelled up the steps. Within seconds, the little girl was bounding 
down the steps, nearly knocking the older girl over. 

"I'm ready," she huffed. 

"Let me grab my bag from the kitchen and your lunch and we are out of 
here," with that, Kat disappeared towards the kitchen. Emmy stood in 



the hallway awkwardly as she looked around. Her gaze fell on him for 
a moment before looking towards the steps. When she realized what she 
saw and turned back around, he made sure to have concealed himself 
out of view. 

He turned to walk back to the guest room when the soft sound of 
shuffling was heard behind him. He turned quickly, his hand flexing 
on his knife, but found nothing there. 

"Hi, " a loud whisper said behind him. He slowly turned and saw Emmy 
staring up at him with a wide smile. How had she gotten around him? 
She was small enough to be unseen by anyone else, but _he_ should 
have easily noticed her. 

"How did you get inside the house?" she asked, crossing her arms as 
he continued to look at her. Oh, there were multiple ways of getting 
into this house that no one would ever find out. 

"Well?" she asked, holding the same curiosity in her eyes as Kat had. 
These girls were going to be another death of him. 

"Emmy! Where 'd you go?" Giving him one last look, Emmy waved before 
returning to Kat in the hallway. 

"Kat, did you know Michael-, " 

"I _don't_ want to hear that name today," Kat cut her off, her voice 
calm but holding underlying fury. Michael felt satisfaction fill him 
at the fact her had successfully angered Kat. When he heard the front 
door shut, he moved into the living room and watched out the front 
window as the duo walked down the street in the same direction of the 
other kids on their way to school. The house was finally empty. 

He turned on his heel and began to observe the room. It looked the 
same as it had back when he lived here with his family, except the 
furniture was new and made of different material. The kitchen had 
changed the most when it came to downstairs; the cabinets and fridge 
were replaced with newer products and an island counter rested in the 
center of the room, with tall chairs surrounding it, making it double 
as a table. 

The only other room that had really changed downstairs was his 
mother's room. The walls were now painted a dark tan and all the 
furniture had, once again, been replaced. Perhaps it didn't look too 
different from his mother's, had his mother's room ever been clean 
and not have various items of laundry and other items strewn about. 

He remembered once his father teased his mom saying how she worked 
hard to keep the entire house clean yet couldn't ever succeed in 
making their room presentable. 

He quickly shook the thoughts from his head as he continued looking 
around the kitchen. He thought back to the earlier day when Loomis 
had decided to show up and see Kat, warning her to leave the house. 
Eor once, he had been on the man's side as he tried to make Kat see 
reason in leaving, but Kat was still the stubborn girl he remembered 
from childhood. When they were kids he may have admired that aspect, 
but now he found it a problem. 


What Loomis and Kat didn't know was that he had been hiding in the 
mudroom that was behind the door by the stove; the only room that 



hadn't changed in the house. He had listened to Kat tell her story 
about what had happened in California with that Derek guy. How he had 
become obsessed with Kat and practically beat the life out of her 
when she tried to leave. 

Rage filled him as he imagined the events that Kat described. As 
badly as he wished to get rid of the girl, he was furious that some 
guy had dared harm her. And even though he barely knew the brat, he 
felt proud that Emmy had taken care of him, even if she didn't kill 
him. Especially considering her age and skinny stature, taking down a 
man who was probably at least six times her weight and size was quite 
a feat. Perhaps there was a bit of darkness under that innocent face 
after all. Or, Kat had told her far too many stories involving him 
and hisaCl hobbies and it rubbed off on her. 

Either way, he could grow to tolerate the girl if she played her 
cards right. After all, he learned to like Kat enough to buy her an 
antique dagger and train her in wielding it. He stopped in his 
tracks, suddenly remembering when he and Kat were younger and he was 
trying to teach her how to throw the 
dagger . . . 

_/oo/ELASHBACK/oo/_ 

"_Come on, Kat," he growled, "just toss the thing and hit the 
target ! 

"_I can't," Kat stomped her foot in a pout and gripped the dagger 
tighter in her hand. _ 

"_Why?"_ 

"_Cause it's a rabbit ! " she whined, making him pinch the bridge of 
his nose._ 

"_So?"_ 


"_It looks like Baby, 

"_Your guinea pig?!" he demanded, "Hasn't that thing been dead for 
like a week now?" _ 

"_It doesn't matter! What if I told you to kill an animal that looked 
like one of your pet rats?" she asked, tearfully. _ 

"_I kill my rats!" he yelled, "I'm the reason they're dead! And don't 
you kill the rats running around your house?"_ 

"_That ' s different !"_ 


"_How?" 


"_I can't do it," she whimpered and pushed the dagger towards him. 
Muttering under his breath he ran his fingers over the 
blade ._ 

"_Eine, we will try again later, " he grunted before heading towards 
the furry animal . _ 

_/oo/END ELASHBACK/oo/_ 



Michael hadn't even realized he was moving until he was halfway up 
the stairs and heading for what used to be Boo's room. The room was 
empty, no doubt being used for storage until Kat finds some use for 
it. However, the room wasn't exactly large so finding much use for it 
was near impossible. He closed the door and began to head towards 
Emmy ' s room. 

He loathed that room; the bright yellow walls and clean white 
furniture. He forced himself in and looked at the atrocity that was 
once his own room. Kat was going to pay dearly for this. 

A folded piece of paper on the desk caught his attention as he walked 
over and picked it up. On the front of it, in Emmy's handwriting, was 
an attempt at his name. 

_Micheal Myers_ 

Close enough. He slowly unfolded the paper and looked at the crudely 
written note on the paper, 

_Come to the woods afterschool_ 

_So we can talk_ 

_-E_ 

So they can talk? What was this child thinking? He wasn't some 
schoolyard friend who she could spend time with. But by the fact she 
actually wrote a note to him and went through the trouble of making 
sure he'd see it, meant she was determined to talk to him. 

Well, he never was one to disappointa€ 1 

loot 

_** (12 : 30pm) **_ 

He stood under the large tree as he watched the children from the 
elementary school enjoy their recess, playing on the old playground 
that had been there since before _he_ was even in school. He scanned 
the mass of kids until he caught sight of Emmy struggling on the 
jungle gym, trying to get to the fourth bar as a couple of kids 
cheered her on. He was close enough to hear a few kids taunting 
her . 

"Come on Emmy! Are ya scared?" a boy yelled. 

"How can she be scared? She lives with the Boogeyman!" a girl yelled 
back. The arguing continued and must've distracted Emmy because 
suddenly she was on the ground, sniffling and rubbing her tailbone as 
the kids around her laughed before dispersing. She stood and wiped 
off her dress and leggings she wore underneath before fixing her 
hair. She looked up and saw him, letting out a big smile and giving 
an enthusiastic wave before running off to the slides. 

He moved behind tree to conceal himself as he continued to listen to 
the sound of shrieking children until the bell rang for them to 
return to class. 



/oo/ 


_** (3 : 00pm) **_ 

Michael hid among the foliage that concealed the secret path that led 
to his old animal graveyard. He didn't have to wait long as Emmy 
appeared running down the path. At first he was curious as to her 
hurry until he saw her face showed nothing but terror. His silent 
questions were answered when he heard the sound of kids behind her, 
yelling. What did she do now? 

She tripped and landed on her face as the voices grew louder. Without 
thinking, he grabbed her by the collar with his free hand and yanked 
her into the trees with him, hiding them both in the shade and bushes 
as the kids showed up. They weren't second graders like she was; they 
had to be a grade ahead of her, maybe two. 

"Where 'd she go?" 

"I don't know! Maybe she made it home!" 

"Or she is lost in the woods, " 

"Let her stay lost. I don't like it in here," still talking amongst 
themselves, the band of brats disappeared down the path and he 
finally realized what he had done. 

Still holding the back of her collar, he looked down at the little 
girl who whimpered pathetically as she subconsciously moved closer to 
him. She looked up and gave a shaky smile. 

"Hi, " he let her go and continued to stare at her, seeing the bruise 
appear on the side of her face and arms, her pale skin making them 
look far worse than they were. She looked as if she had been shoved 
or hit. He immediately clenched his fist in calm fury. 

"It wasn't my fault," she whispered just loud enough for him to hear. 
He looked down at her as she continued to explain the unwanted 
story . 

"They were making fun of my eyes and I said that everyone in my 
family has mismatched eyes, well, all the girls at least. But they 
kept laughing about me and then Kat, then they started talking about 
our home and you," she stopped a moment to catch her breath, "I 
wanted them to stop so I pushed the one girl and she fell. Then next 
thing I know, they shoved me down and tried to hurt me but I was able 
to run away . " 

"You can't tell Kat!" she yelled, grabbing his wrist in her form of a 
vice grip and shook it violently, tears threatening to fall from her 
eyes. He could only stare at her. Don't tell Kat? Kat was sure to see 
what had happened as soon as she saw the bruises. 

"Thank you for saving me again, " she whimpered and fixed herself 
before looking up at him. 

"Can you walk me home?" she asked timidly, still gripping his wrist. 
He didn't respond or react in anyway as she began to walk, still 
holding onto him. He wasn't going to fight her; after all, he wanted 
to see Kat ' s reaction when she saw Emmy. 



/oo/ 


_** (Myers House) **_ 

He was not disappointed. 

"You got into a fight?!" she shouted in disbelief. Michael stood in 
the hallway by Emmy's door, listening to Rat's response to Emmy's 
little adventure with the kids today. 

"It wasn't a fight!" 

"Emelyn-, " 

"They were teasing me!" she defended, "I just shoved the girl! I 
didn't know they would shove me! Or chase me," 

"Are you okay?" Rat's voice was suddenly concerned. 

"I'm fine," she said, "Besides, Michael saved 


"Michael ? " 

"Yeah! He pulled me into the forest and hid with me until they left. 
It was some old path that the trees and all covered, " 

"An old path," he could hear in Rat's voice that she knew exactly 
what path Emmy was talking about. 

"What?" 

"Nothing," she said, "Let's get you cleaned up and ready for dinner," 
Michael turned and slid into the unused middle room as Rat and Emmy 
moved to the bathroom. 

/oo/ 

Michael observed the two for the rest of the night as Rat cleaned 
Emmy up and ordered a pizza for dinner. As the girl was peacefully 
eating her food, he watched Rat leave the room and move to the 
hallway. He followed silently behind, making sure he was unseen. 

She leaned against the wall for a moment before taking a deep 
breath . 

"I know you're there, Michael," she said, but he didn't budge from 
his spot. A few minutes passed in silence as Rat seemed to have been 
waiting for him to show himself. When he didn't, she continued to 
speak . 

"Thanks for saving her," she said before returning to the kitchen. He 
stayed in his hiding spot a moment as he replayed the words in his 
head. It all brought one question to his mind. 

Why _had_ he saved her? 

**Review! I'm sorry if this chapter sux I tried my best lolz! Again, 
any ideas or theories you want to throw at me, please PM me so that 



no one accidentally spoils the story or something for everyone else. 
Next chapter there will be a time jump of maybe a month so that way 
we can get to the real drama and I'm not leaving you guys hanging 
:D** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


10. Chapter 8 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Okay, In this chapter we get to see a familiar face which I 
hope works out in the end haha. Just bare with me here 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" ■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


_**Chapter Eight**_ 

_**(** **One month later) -A week before Halloween**_ 

_** (Katarzyna "Kat) **_ 

After Emmy's incident at school, I began to meet her at the end of 
the day and walk home with her. My counselor at college had advised 
me from doing so because that would make me skip my last class but I 
only brushed it off. I was already in need of a couple of classes 
that were only available later in the day when Emmy would be home and 
I couldn't leave her alone. Not to mention that I needed to find a 
job to bring some extra money in and I couldn't rely on my 
inheritance forever; eventually that would run out. 

That was a problem with living in "The Boogeyman's House" in a small 
town: no one was willing to babysit for you in any way. It didn't 
help that I was once close friends with said boogeyman who now 
terrorized and killed everyone around Halloween time. 

The day my luck changed was Eriday, about a week after Emmy's fight. 
Emmy had been running full speed ahead of me as we walked down the 
street towards the house. 

"Emmy, slow down!" I yelled for about the fifth time. 

"What? I can't hear you!" she called back before laughing, "And 
besides you can't do anything out here in the open!" 

"Just wait until we get home where the only witness there is an 
escaped mental patient whose new best friend is a butcher knife, " I 
muttered under my breath as I watched her retreating form. Honestly, 

I hadn't seen Michael since that night in my room. Sure here and 
there I would find more threatening notes and, most recently, dead 
animals on the back step. Occasionally when I was sleeping, I would 
wake up feeling as if someone was watching me and every so often, I 
would hear Emmy in random rooms talking to someone, but I had yet to 
see any sign that he was lurking about the house. I was actually 
starting to miss the guy. 

Distance makes the heart grow fonder after all, I guess. 

Unaware of my surroundings, I hadn't seen another person round the 



corner until Emmy collided with her and they fell. I ran over and 
pulled Emmy up before helping up the girl. 

"I'm so sorry!" I apologized before sending a glare towards Emmy, 
"Didn't I tell you to slow down?" 

"It's okay," the girl laughed, "I'm fine," as she brushed herself 
off, I looked at her and my eyes widen in shock. She had the same 

dirty blonde hair, even the same eyes as her brother yet she looked 

so much like her sister. She may have been a baby last time I saw 
her, but the smile and resemblance gave her away. 

"Angel," I breathed in disbelief. The girl immediately stiffened and 
looked like a deer caught in the headlights. 

"What did you call me?" her voice was tense, scared even as she 

continued to stare at me . I hadn't realized I had spoken out loud as 

the air between us was suddenly suffocating. Before I could respond 
she was already talking. 

"My name is Laurie, you must have me confused with someone else, " she 
said quickly, her eyes shimmering with tears and she stood in place, 
almost as if she couldn't move. 

"Judging by your reaction, I have a feeling that I'm not," I said 
calmly . 

"Please," she said, "I really just want to move on," 

"I'm not trying to cause trouble," I shook my head, "I'm just an old 
friend of your family, " 

"The Myers," she said but it came out more like a question. 

"I was close friends with Michael," I said and I saw fear pass over 

her eyes as she looked at me. 

"He's dead," she said, "I watched him die," I kept my mouth closed 

and nodded. I looked down at Emmy and was thankful that she was more 

occupied with a nearby butterfly than our conversation. 

"I didn't know he was dead," I lied, hoping it would calm her, "I 
moved away to California shortly before he escaped the sanitarium, I 
just moved back here about a week or so ago, " that seemed to do the 
trick, as I watched her shoulders relax as she still stared at 
me . 

"I'm Kat, " I smiled, holding out my hand. 

"I prefer Laurie," she responded, shaking my hand. She looked over at 
Emmy who had successfully caught the butterfly and was gently petting 
a wing with her finger, "Who is that?" 

"That's my cousin-," 

"Emmy!" Emmy ran over and waved at Laurie, "We moved here after Rat's 
dad died, " 

"I inherited my father's estate and decided to just plant my roots," 

I said. 



"You're the one who moved into the Myers house, aren't you?" she 
asked. I nodded and felt my cheeks warm. 

"Yeah, but it's just a regular, old house, nothing really stands out 
to me, " I shrugged. 

"But what about-," I shot Emmy a look that immediately shut her up. 
The last thing I needed was to give the girl a heart attack. She 
already seemed petrified that I knew her brother, the last thing we 
needed was for her to find he was alive and basically living with 
me . 

"So what are you planning to do here in Haddonf ield? " she asked, 
making me look back at her. 

"Well right now, I'm taking some classes at the college and looking 
for a job ," I said, laughing, "It's getting pretty hard to get 
things sorted out when I have to make sure my schedule works around 
Emmy being at school because I can't leave her home alone, 
obviously, " 

"Why don't you get a babysitter?" 

"This is a very superstitious town; the moment I moved into the Myers 
House I was a pariah and unfortunately people are afraid of me 
because I used to be the best friend of Michael Myers, " 

Laurie shifter her weight from foot to foot and stared at the 
concrete before looking up at me. She looked as though she was trying 
to decide something. Einally, she took a deep breath and closed her 
eyes a moment before opening them. 

"I used to babysit for some of the local kids years ago," she said, 
her face looking conflicted and nervous, "If you need a babysitter, 
if you want, I can watch her when you need me to. I can always use 
the extra money too, " 

I wasn't sure what to say. I could see in her face that she was on 
edge and I didn't blame her; poor girl went through hell, according 
to Loomis, and now in hopes of starting over, she meets her 
tormentor's childhood friend who was in need of a babysitter. This 
suggestion was almost her way of facing her fears. 

"That would be great," I said, "I can pay you like $20 a night," she 
nodded and told me where she lived before beginning to walk 
away . 

"Hey, Laurie!" I called and she turned around. 

"Yes?" 

"I know why you suddenly wanted to do this," I said, "I understand," 
she nodded and continued on her way while Emmy and I walked home. All 
the while I could only think of how quickly that 
escalated . 

loot 

_**(A week later) -October 30th**_ 



Letting Laurie babysit Emmy proved to be an extreme benefit on my 
part. I was able to take the classes I needed and was able to take 
them all Monday through Wednesday. Another stroke of luck had come to 
me when I was able to get a part time job at a nearby diner, working 
the night shift and getting weekends off. 

"So what do you think of Laurie?" I asked one night as I placed her 
dinner in front of her. 

"I like her," she said, "How does she know Michael?" 

"Remember that little girl in my stories? Her name was Angel but 
Michael called her Boo?" 

"Yeah, that was his baby sister, " 

"Well that is Boo," I said, "But she doesn't like talking about 
Michael and doesn't know he is alive. So don't say 
anything, " 

"Okay," she said and continued eating. Part of me wondered if she 
would keep her promise or make a slip up. 

"Good, now pop quiz: Where do you go tomorrow after school?" I 
asked . 

"I go to Laurie's house," she rolled her eyes. 

"And I should be there to get you about 8:30," I finished for her 
before sitting down at the table with my own dinner. 

"I'm sorry I can't take you trick or treating tomorrow, I didn't know 
my boss was going to make me work so late, " I apologized. 

"It's okay," Emmy shrugged, "Laurie said she would take me out with 
the other kids from my class and their parents, " I nodded and looked 
down at my plate, finishing my meal in silence. 

loot 

_** (The next night ) -Ocotber 31** **st** * *-Halloween* *_ 

I had just finished wiping down the last table in the diner and 
headed to the back room to get my things when I noticed the white 
shoebox. It rested on my jacket with a folded note on top that had my 
name written on it . I unfolded it and knew Michael's writing, the 
word on the page sending a chill down my spine. 

_BABY_ 

My stomach began spin as I took a deep breath and slowly opened the 
lid. My hand flew to my mouth to keep from losing my dinner. 

It wasn't my guinea pig. Baby, but it was a freshly killed guinea pig 
that was the same color as my childhood pet. I slammed the lid back 
on a stormed out the back door to the dumpster and threw the box 
in . 


"I know you're out here!" I yelled and strained my eyes to see into 



the shadows. I noticed his silhouette slowly appear and the moonlight 
bounce off a part of his mask. 


"That was just cruel, " I said, embarrassed at how my voice cracked. 
His intention was to scare me but instead it backfired and only 
angered me. I spun around and ran to the back room to grab my jacket, 
ready to go home and go to bed. But when I headed towards the front 
door, I found him blocking my path. 

"Move Michael," I said taking a few more steps forward but he didn't 
budge. He only stared down at me and I noticed how black his narrowed 
eyes were. He was angry. 

Suddenly he took a step towards me and I took one of my own back. I 
unsheathed my dagger from my waistband and held it in my grasp. I 
didn't want to fight him but I knew what could happen if he was angry 
and knew I would have to defend myself. 

With a speed that I had never seen from him before, Michael was in 
front of me and our knives were collided together. Within seconds it 
looked like a hurricane had hit the diner as the two of u struggled 
for dominance. He seemed to know all my moves before I could make 
them and he was shockingly quick so I couldn't predict where he would 
be next . 

I should have known that I wouldn't win when he knocked the dagger 
from my hand and grabbed me by the upper arms, throwing us into a 
familiar position we had been in at the asylum nearly eight years 
earlier; right before I kissed him for the first time. 

I could hear him breathing through his mask as he stared at me, 
angrily. I looked into his black eyes and could see bits of blue 
swirling in their depths, telling me that my Michael was still there 
somewhere. I tried to catch my breath as neither of us moved, his 
grip never letting up and my eyes never leaving his. 

"Michael, " his name came out as more of a whisper and not the hard 
command I was hoping for as he leaned closer, as if daring me to 
challenge him again. Just like last time, I wasn't thinking when I 
suddenly leaned forward and closed the distance between us. 

It was weird kissing a mask and not him, but I didn't pay much mind 
as I tried to ignore the voice in my head screaming that I was crazy 
for doing such a thing. When reality finally caught up to me, I began 
to pull away when I felt a slight pressure come from the other side 
of the mask. He was responding to my kiss! 

We stayed like that a moment before I felt pain slice across my 
collarbone, I shoved myself away and he let me as I stared down at my 
shirt, seeing blood seep through the fabric from the cut that slashed 
from right above my right breast to the middle of my collarbone. My 
gaze shot up to Michael and I was met with his hardened gaze and the 
knife in his hand, dripping blood. My blood. 

Was his response to my kiss just a diversion? I wasn't sure, I was 
only sure about one thing: For the first time in my life, I was 
afraid of Michael Myers. 

Not even bothering to pick up my dagger, I ran out of the diner, and 
began to cross the street. Looking over my shoulder I saw Michael 



still in the diner, staring at me. 


I never saw the car coming until my body collided with 
ita€ 1 


**Review! Cliffhanger! Next chapter we see the aftermath of the 
accident . Do not worry! Kat is going to survive obviously! Wouldn't 
be much of a story if I kill off the main character. ** 

**What will happen with Michael and Kat? Next chapter will be short. 
But it will be my favorite one by far :D ** 


11. Chapter 9 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Okay, so this chapter is a little shorter than the last one, 
but not by much. There will probably be questions brought up here but 
don't worry they will be answered in the next chapter. ** 

_**Chapter Nine**_ 

**Recap : ** 

_I felt pain slice across my collarbone, I shoved myself away and he 
let me as I stared down at my shirt, seeing blood seep through the 
fabric from the cut that slashed from right above my right breast to 
the middle of my collarbone. My gaze shot up to Michael and I was met 
with his hardened gaze and the knife in his hand, dripping blood. My 
blood. _ 

_Was his response to my kiss just a diversion? I wasn't sure, I was 
only sure about one thing: For the first time in my life, I was 
afraid of Michael Myers. _ 

_Not even bothering to pick up my dagger, I ran out of the diner, and 
began to cross the street. Looking over my shoulder, I saw Michael 
still in the diner, staring at me._ 

_I never saw the car coming until my body collided with ita€l_ 

/oo/ /oo/ tool tool /oo/ tool tool 

_Sneaking out of my house wasn't hard to do once my father had passed 
out on the couch. I would leave through the front door and walk to 
the Myers' backyard. There used to be a large tree that would lead to 
Michael's window. I had done it enough times that it was a piece of 
cake to climb up within seconds. My gangly arms and legs were an 
advantage too. _ 

_When I climbed up the tree limbs, I looked through the glass and 
into Michael's messy bedroom. He was sprawled out on his bed, 
completely knocked out. On his desk, I saw his pet rat, Elvis, climb 
all over its cage. I rapped on the glass loud enough to jerk him out 
of his sleep and he glared over at the window, looking as though he 
were going to throttle me._ 

_I hit the glass again and Michael climbed from bed and slumped over 



to the window, opening it and letting me climb in. I kicked away a 
few articles of clothing and other items strewn about; notebook, 
textbooks, a few baby toys that I knew were Boo's whenever she chose 
to wander into Michael's room and play while he was in there doing 
homework or listening to his music. _ 

"_Do you have any idea what time it is?" he asked, rubbing his eyes. 

I looked over at the alarm clock by his bed, the red numbers reading 
2:45am. _ 

"_I couldn't sleep," I said, "I had another nightmare," _ 

"_That ' s the third one this week," he said, "Are you ever going to 
tell me what they're about ?"_ 

"_No, they're stupid," I sniffled and sat down on his bed. I reached 
behind me and pulled the stuffed dog on the pillow into my arms. I 
gave it to him last year on his ninth birthday and even though I knew 
he thought of it as babyish, he always kept it on his bed so he 
wouldn't hurt my feelings. _ 

"_Not stupid enough if you are willing to sneak out of your house, in 
those pink bunny pajamas, break into my room and end up sleeping 
over, " he said sitting beside me and pulling his scalpel from his 
pocket, playing with it. _ 

"_I don't break in if you open the window and let me in," I said, 
inching away from Michael and his beloved scalpel. He noticed. 


"_It has something to do with me, doesn't it?" he asked. _ 

"_I started dreaming that a killer was after me and that he got 


"_Was it me?" he asked quietly. _ 

"_No ! It wasn't. I never saw his face though; I always woke up before 
I could, 

"_Good, because you know I wouldn't ever hurt you," he said and 
smirked, something that I rarely saw out of him anymore. _ 

"_Why would I ever see you as a killer?" I asked. Suddenly, his smirk 
was gone, replaced with his signature scowl. _ 

"_Get some sleep," he said, changing the subject and I laid down. I 
watched him pull off one of the blankets and take one of his pillows, 
making a makeshift bed on the floor. I always felt bad making him 
sleep on the floor whenever I showed up unexpectedly ._ 

"_I gotta start putting a sleeping bag under my bed, " he grunted a he 
got comfortable on the hard wood floor. I listened to the sound of 
Elvis squeaking loudly from his cage. _ 

"_I miss hearing Baby's squeaks," I sighed. He didn't respond and I 
thought he had fallen asleep until I saw him turn and look at me, as 
if waiting for me to continue. I bit my lip thinking of something to 
say ._ 



"_You know Halloween is in two days, " I smiled, "Are you still going 
trick or treating?"_ 

"_Yeah, " He said, turning his back to me, his voice suddenly distant. 
At the time, I only thought it was because he was tired. I took a 
deep breath and closed my eyes._ 

"_Goodnight Michael, " I breathed as I fell asleep, thinking of his 
words 

would never hurt youa€ 1 

_He kept that promise for eighteen years. Until that night in the 
dinera€ 1 _ 

loot 

I opened my eyes and found myself in the hospital with Dr. Loomis 
staring at me, relief evident on his face. Sun shone through the 
window, nearly blinding me as I closed my eyes. The smell of whatever 
they cleaned hospital rooms with was suffocating. It was silent 
except for the sounds of the beeping from the monitor I was hooked up 
to. I looked at my one arm and found multiple needles there, making 
me involuntarily shiver. 

I looked around the sterile white room and noticed a few flowers on 
the nightstand nearby. Word spread fast around this town. I saw one 
note on a bouquet of roses with Ethan's name on it, that didn't 
surprise me. I saw another small set of flowers that had the letters 
_L_ and _E_ on there, making me think it was from Laurie and Emmy. 
There were a few others things from people who I talked to in 
college . 

I swallowed a few times as I shook of the remains of my dream. I 

could still hear Michael's voice when he promised to never hurt me. I 

never had a reason to fear him, I loved him too much and from how he 

acted years ago, I thought it was mutual. But last night proved 

otherwise. He knew that I was still holding onto the past and when I 
kissed him, he only used it against me and played with my feelings, 
giving him the perfect opportunity to try and kill me. 

"You've been unconscious for over twelve hours," Loomis's voice made 
me jump out of my thoughts and stare at him. I had forgotten he was 
there . 

"How are you feeling?" he asked, quietly. I noticed that his hand was 
wrapped around mine as he stared at me with concern. 

"Drowsy and sore," I croaked, "What happened?" 

"You were hit by a car, Katarzyna, " he said, "According to the 
driver, you just ran out into the middle of the street, bleeding and 
looking behind you, " I looked down and saw the bandages peeking out 
from my hospital gown. 

"Hopefully there is no scar, " I tried to joke but a bitter taste was 
in the back of my throat. The poor excuse for a joke was actually a 
wish; I didn't want a reminder of last night. 


"It was Halloween night and you come in with a laceration that could 



only be done by a sharp knife. I don't think this needs to be spelled 
out about who did this, " he said. 

"He promised to never hurt me, " I muttered to myself, "Two days 
before _that_ Halloween" 

"Katarzyna-, " 

"I need to get ahold of Emmy," I said ignoring him, "I told her I 
would get her at 8:30 last night and I'm pretty sure it's past 
that ! " 

"I informed Laurie about what happened and she kept Emmy overnight. I 
left out the part about Michael however. It seems he didn't go near 
her this year so I didn't alert her of anything," 

"How did you know Emmy was with Laurie?" 

"I always keep a close eye on Laurie in case she needs my help or 
Michael goes after her again. This was probably the first peaceful 
Halloween she's had since he escaped. That little girl, Emelyn, has a 
way of making everything better, " 

"Yeah, she is quite gifted, " I laughed, "So nothing happened to 
Laurie? " 


"No, she had no problems at all. It was quite unsettling actually 
that Michael Myers didn't go after her. He always does," Loomis said, 
"The odds of him suddenly just disappearing without causing his usual 
pandemonium are astronomical," I looked over and saw that Loomis's 
face harden. 

"What's wrong Dr. Loomis?" 

"Kat, I want to discuss something with you, " he said. 

"What is it?" 


"Well, the doctors did an exam on you and it opened up a possibility 
that I hadn't seen before, so I did a little research," he 
began . 

"What kind of research?" I asked suspiciously. 

"I decided to look up your aunt," he said, "And imagine my surprise 
when I found her obituary and read that she was 67 years old when she 
died, " 


"So?" 


"So, if she is Emmy's mother, that would mean she would have been 60 
when she gave birth, " 

"Ever hear of starting parenthood late?" 

"Having a child at 60 is way past late Katarzyna, " he said, 
seriously, "which brings me to another revelation I found out about 
your aunt, " 

I was silent as he studied my face. I knew I was in a morphine filled 



haze, but the more Loomis spoke, the more panicked I became, not to 
mention more sober. 

"So I decided to dig a little more, " he continued. 

"Okay, you can stop now!" I said. 

"And found that on the date of Emelyn's birth, there was no Ana Bury 

admitted to the hospitals, but can you imagine who I _did_ 

find?" 

"Dr. Loomis, I don't know how you got that information-," 

"Then it clicked how Emmy has heterochromia like you do, " 

"It's hereditary on my father's side, almost any paternal relative of 
mine has it, " I said. 

"I saw some family photos you kept in your house and saw how your 
aunt, and it seems everyone, in your family has brunette hair yet 
Emelyn has dirty blonde hair, " 

"So? Some kids get their father's hair," 

"Exactly!" he said, "Not to mention under that sweet little face, 
there is darkness. I mean she nearly killed a man who was three time 
her size ! " 

"She's seven!" I yelled. I wanted to continue how her stabbing Derek 
was dumb luck, but the heart monitor I was hooked up to was beginning 
to speed up and I had to take a few deep breaths to regulate 
it . 

"Coincidentally the same age as the number of years since you spent 
the night in the sanitarium, " 

"Exactly, a _coincidence_, " 

"Not to mention that her one eye is blue-, " 

"Blue eyes run in my family; _I_ have a blue eye and so did my 
aunt, " 

"Not that color blue," he said, "Because I've only ever seen one 
other person have that color. Not to mention that dark brown eye she 
has? When I was talking to Laurie, Emmy came in and I finally got a 
look at it; it's not a dark brown-," 

"Stop, " I said. 

"It's black, " 

"Do I need a lawyer or something here?" I asked. 

"I believe we only know one other person with black eyes," 

"Just drop it," I growled, feeling tears edge my vision. I had to 
calm myself again before the monitor said I was in cardiac arrest or 
something . 



"The minute you were given a pelvic exam and I heard what the one 
nurse told the doctor. It all became very clear, Katarzyna, " 

"Let it go, " I whispered. 

"Emelyn is _your_ daughter," he said sternly. 

"Please-, " 

"And Michael Myers is her father, " 

**Review! So what do you think? I know it was expected but now it's 
confirmed. Little Emelyn is the child of Michael Myers. Do you think 
the proud daddy knows any of this?** 

**Actually the more important one, where did Michael disappear to? 
After hurting Kat he just left and didn't bother to harm Laurie or 
anyone else.** 

**Okay, next chapter we will find Rat's side of the story and all 
questions are hopefully answered. ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


12 . Chapter 1 0 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Ten**_ 

**Recap : ** 

"_The minute you were given a pelvic exam and I heard what the one 
nurse told the doctor. It all became very clear, Katarzyna, 

"_Let it go, " I whispered. _ 

"_Emelyn is **your** daughter," he said sternly. 


"_Please-, 

"_And Michael Myers is her father, " _ 

_/oo/ tool tool tool tool tool /oo/_ 

Dr. Loomis waited for my response, but I didn't say anything. My 
throat was dry and I was sure if I tried to speak, nothing would come 
out anyway. Besides, everything was probably written all over my 
face. The night of my birthday wasn't the only night I spent at the 
sanitarium with Michael; I had probably gone there two more nights 
before my aunt caught me. 

"I didn't know I was pregnant until after I got to California," I 
said finally. Dr. Loomis stared at me, "I was feeling sick before I 
left Haddonfield but put it off as nerves because of the move. But, I 
only got worse over the next week so my aunt took me to the 
doctor, " 



"I can only imagine her reaction," he said, listening intently. 

"She knew immediately who the father was; she was a smart woman. When 
she told me that Haddonfield had tainted me, she meant Emmy's 
origins. Because of her parentage, my aunt saw Emmy as evil incarnate 
basically, and she was always sure to make it known to her. Those 
damn nicknames were so infuriating, if she wasn't related to me I 
might've strangled her. Emmy resented auntie, she always called her 
'Ana', refused to acknowledge they were blood," I sighed. 

"So all these years, you passed her off as your cousin?" 

"No, " my voice cracked, "Only since I moved back to Haddonfield, " 

I took a moment to compose myself and Dr. Loomis waited patiently. He 
tightened his grip on my hand and lifted it into his other one so he 
was cradling it in his grip. It felt like a weight was lifting from 
my shoulders yet a rock was forming in my stomach. 

"In California, everyone knew she was my daughter. They didn't know 
about her father, only that he was a childhood friend. My aunt was 
nice enough to keep it quiet, only so she wouldn't have to worry 
about tarnishing her reputation. Obviously I edited my story to fit 
my lie when I was telling you about what happened before I left. Like 
when the nurse asked Emmy's relationship to auntie, I said 
'great-niece', and when she said "child should see their mother in 
such a state" was just an add-in. I took out a lot of things," I 
said . 

"Don't get the wrong idea about my aunt; despite her strict and 
unreasonable beliefs and upbringing techniques, she loved me and I 
think deep down she loved Emmy, " I continued, "She was just a hard 
pill to swallow most of the time, " 

"So, why does Emelyn call you "Kat", then?" Dr. Loomis asked after a 
few moments of silence. 

"Remember in my story when I mentioned our plan? Well, the real plan 
was how to act when we arrived: that she was my cousin and she wasn't 
to mention a thing about Michael or me being her mother. It took a 
while for her to catch on to calling me by my name, but then it 
stuck, " I shrugged. 

"Does she know Michael is her father?" 

"Of course she does, " I said, "She just knows better than to call him 
'dad' and frankly, it would be really weird if she did," I smiled for 
a moment before it was replaced with a frown. 

"Those stories I told her about Michael were her favorite; they 
always used to make her so happy to the point she counted the minutes 
to bedtime, sometimes she couldn't wait and I had to tell her one 
earlier. I remember she always wanted to come to Haddonfield and meet 
him and play the same pranks he and I used to, " 

I took a deep breath and pressed my head into the pillow behind me, 
squeezing my eyes shut. My body felt weak and I wasn't surprised; 
this was too much excitement for someone who was stabbed, hit by a 
car, and knocked out for over twelve hours. 



"Sometimes I would imagine bringing her here and to the sanitarium to 
introduce them. Though, I would ease into the whole 'hey, this is 
your daughter' thing. Some would say it was a twisted fantasy but it 
was _my_ fantasy. In the end, I was still thinking like that little 
girl who once lived here. Believing that one day she would get a 
happy ending with her longtime crush, " 

"No one is blaming you Kat, " Loomis said, "It was a brave thing you 
did to come back and face the past you left behind. And the measures 
you took to protect Emmy just shows what a good mother you 


"Thanks for the praise, " I muttered, "But sometimes I question how I 
raised her so much. She is turning more and more into him every 
passing day, " 

"I'm curious if Michael knows," he mused. I scoffed. 

"I don't know and I don't think I want to anymore. But, I wouldn't be 
surprised if he somehow managed to put the pieces together. If not 
now then soon," Dr. Loomis nodded in agreement and closed his eyes as 
well . 

"Do you think that's why he suddenly attacked me last night? For an 
entire month, he had so many opportunities and never took them. Next 
thing I know, the threats just became more hostile; dead animals, 
taunting notes that got even more extreme, how he just became a ghost 
in the house except for when I would hear Emmy talking in random 
rooms at all hours of the night, as if she were having a one sided 
conversation, " 

A hollow noise came from my mouth, "Doesn't make much sense 
though, " 

"That's the thing, Kat: nothing makes sense when it comes to Michael. 
He is too unpredictable; you never know what is going through his 
mind, " 

Silence fell between us as I turned my attention to the monitor's 
beeping and Loomis looked out the window in deep thought. I felt my 
chest constrict with emotion as I swallowed down a lump of tears; 
everything was at risk of crumbling apart. I needed to see Emmy. 

The tension in the air hadn't subsided when the doctor walked into 
the room with the nurse following suit. The two each gave warm smiles 
as the doctor looked at my chart . 

"Hello Katarzyna, " he said, "I'm Dr. Ashton. It seems you had quite a 
night yesterday, " 

"How long will I be here?" I asked bluntly. 

"Well, thankfully there are no broken bones from the impact, just a 
mild concussion and some pretty nasty bruises and serious scrapes 
from where you hit the street. The worst of it is centered on your 
right side where your body took the brunt of the car's force," he 
explained . 


"The laceration on your chest was deeper than we expected. It did 



need some stitches, but again it was lucky it didn't go any deeper to 
hit anything major, " he continued. 

"So I should expect a scar, " I muttered. 

"Unfortunately, yes" he gave an apologetic smile. He didn't ask me 
anymore questions about the cut, but by the way he looked at Dr. 
Loomis and shook his head, something told me he already knew who put 
it there. 

"So how long will I be here?" I asked again. 

"Well I want you to stay tonight for some more observation and 
hopefully you should be home day after tomorrow. However, you will 
need to take it easy for a while, " 

'_Home, ' _I thought bitterly. How could I go back to that place and 
risk seeing Michael again? I may not be so lucky next time and I 
could find a knife going through my stomach. How could I take Emmy 
back there? My mind told me that he wouldn't hurt her, but then 
again, I once believed he would never hurt me. 

What had happened? I had been close to him before with a knife and he 
didn't use it on me. In the asylum, he had found my dagger at one 
point but never stabbed or cut me with it; in fact, he seemed more 
focused on it than on me . I lived in that house for how many weeks 
with how many encounters with him? Not once did I feel in danger or 
did he try to hurt me, except for when he pinned me to my bed, 
taunting me to challenge him. 

Loomis spoke to Dr. Ashton more about my condition, but their voices 
fell to deaf ears. My non-needle induced arm slowly came up and 
touched the bandages under my gown. I was numb to everything. I 
hadn't even realized the doctor left until I felt Loomis wrap his 
hand around mine again, making me jump. I looked at him and saw the 
concern and sympathy in his eyes. 

"I know how badly you want to relive the past Kat, " he whispered, 

"But you can never go back. You need to let go," 

"Kind of hard to do when you have a child from that past, " 

"I can only imagine," he said. 

"You can't tell anyone," I begged, making Loomis look back at me, "If 
_anyone_ found out about Emmy-, " 

"I understand, Katarzyna, " he cut me off, "I won't breathe a 
word, " 

"Thank you," I forced a grateful smile pull at my lips. 

"But you must understand she may need to be under 
observation-, " 

"No, " 

"Katarzyna-, " 


"I'm not going to have Emmy go through any of that! She doesn't 



deserve it ! " 


"But when she gets older, it may be inevitable!" he argued, "She has 
already shown signs of taking after her father! You said so 
yourself ! " 

"She is seven! I still have another three years before we find out if 
she will become a killer," I said. After all, Michael didn't start 
doing any killings until _he_ was ten. 

"Oh, I can always count on that morbid humor of yours, " he said 
dryly . 

"Besides, she is an only child so who will she go after?" I 
continued. I groaned as my head spun and it took a few moments before 
I got my bearing back. 

"She could go after anyone Kat, " Loomis pointed out, "Michael killed 
that boy, Wesley, before he murdered the others, " 

"The schoolyard bully who always tormented him, " I said, "That 
doesn't mean Emmy will be anything like that," 

"Didn't she already get into a fight?" 

"The kids were making fun of her eyes and pushed her around. I went 
through the same thing, " I said, "Can you just imagine what would 
happen if they found out whose child she was? A simple shove to the 
ground will be the last of her worries! Since Michael Myers is 
untouchable, they will go after the next best thing!" 

"They won't find out Kat," he assured me, "As long as you keep to 
your plan, " 

"Well that will all be shot to hell if you send her away, " I shot at 
him . 

"At least in Smith's Grove we will know where she is and we can see 
what happens safely, " 

"Didn't you say the same thing about Michael?" I asked. Loomis 
smirked grimly and raised his eyebrow as if the say _TouchA©_. 

"She stays with me," I said with finality. A few beats passed 

"And what if you come home one day to find your house a crime scene 
with Emelyn in the center of it all?" 

"I will figure it out," I said, "I can always let her run around with 
her father and watch her become his little clone, " 

"Please Kat, " Loomis said, his face scrunched as if he were trying 
not to picture the chaos that would come out of Emmy embracing her 
bloody heritage. 

"Emmy knows her right from wrong, " 

"So did Michael," he pointed out. I opened my mouth the argue back 
but the pain in my head finally got the best of me and I groaned, 
laying my head further into the pillow. I heard Loomis 



sigh . 


"Forgive me for making you so worked up Kat, " he apologized, "I had 
not taken your injuries into consideration, " 

"I want Emmy," I moaned. 

"I will get in contact with Laurie; she should have picked Emelyn 
from school by now, " he stood and patted my arm, "Just sleep for 
now, " 

I didn't need to be told twice. 
loot 

I didn't sleep long before I felt something pulling at my bed sheets 
and a hushed voice whispering scolds to whoever was doing it. I 
cracked my eyes open and found Emmy attempting to pull herself up 
beside me as Laurie tried to top her. 

"Let her rest Emmy, " she whispered before the two realized I was 
awake . 

"Hey," I said, groggily. 

"Hey," Laurie gave a small smile, "How are you feeling?" 

"Do you need to ask?" I laughed softly and pulled myself into a 
sitting position with her help. Emmy finally succeeded in climbing up 
beside me and flopped against my good arm, unintentionally brushing 
against the knife wound, making me let out a hiss of pain. 

"Sorry," she whimpered and re-positioned herself. 

"Are you okay?" Laurie asked and I froze. I couldn't let on about the 
wound . 

"Yeah, just a particularly sore spot," I said, brushing off the pain. 
I pretended to rub the area when really I was pushing my gown up to 
make sure the bandages were concealed by the fabric. 

"How long will you be in here?" Emmy asked and I saw her lower lip 
jut out, her way or saying she missed me. I lifted my arm and wrapped 
it around her, pulling her closer, tucking her head under my 
chin . 

"The doctor said I could leave day after tomorrow, " I said, kissing 
the top of her head before turning to Laurie, "I don't suppose I can 
trouble to deal with her until then?" I smiled. 

"It's not a problem," she nodded. Emmy curled herself further into 
me, pushing my gown down slightly, revealing the bandages. 

"What happened?!" She nearly shrieked and pointed to it. Of course, 
this would happen; what else should I expect from a seven year old 
who is very vocal about everything? 

Laurie stood and walked closer to observe the bandaging as well. I 
felt myself warm up at the sudden attention and that she wasn't dumb, 
she would be quick to figure out what had really happened. 



"Kat?" she asked, her eyes never leaving the hidden injury. 


"I got cut," I shrugged, and tried to downplay it, "It's nothing 
really. Must have been from the accident, " 

But it didn't work. I could see the wheels turning in her head as 
realization came over her face. She knew that kind of injury couldn't 
be caused by a car. She swallowed thickly and shook her 
head . 

"Excuse me; I have to talk to Dr. Loomis," she said, "He is in the 
cafeteria getting some lunch, " with that, she left and hurried out of 
the room, leaving Emmy and I alone with an important topic at 
hand . 

"Okay, Emmy listen to me," I began only to have her cut me off. 

"Did Michael do that?" she asked, seeming to catch on as 
well . 

"Don't worry about that right now Em-," 

"It was an accident, right?!" her voice was becoming more panicked by 
the second. 

"Emelyn Michelle, focus!" I said firmly and she immediately snapped 
her mouth shut . 

"There's been a change in the plan," I said, "Loomis found 
out, " 

"How?" she asked. 

"He is very good at his job, " I said grudgingly, "Point is, around 
him and at home you don't have to call me 'Kat' anymore," I 
continued . 

"What about Laurie?" she asked. 

"I don't think that's a good idea," I said, "Eor now, this stays 
between you, me and Dr. Loomis," 

"But what if other people find out?" she asked, "You said it would be 
bad if anyone found out!" 

"Emmy, Loomis only found out because he got some information from my 
accident and he knew where to look," I said, "Haddonfield won't be 
doing background checks on me anytime soon. All they know is that I 
moved away and then came back, " 

"Are you sure?" she asked. 

"Yes," I nodded, "Do you understand Em?" 

"Yes Ka-mommy, " she corrected herself and gave a nod of her own. I 
felt warmth spread through my chest as she called me 'mommy' again; I 
had missed it. Yet, at the same time it felt weird hearing the phrase 
coming from her again, almost foreign. 



There was silence between us as I closed my eyes and listened to the 
sound of the beeping monitor and Emmy humming to herself. 

"Mommy?" she asked, "I have another question," 

"What is it?" 

"Do you think Michael knows?" 

"I don't know," I said, wishing we didn't have to bring him up at 
all . 

"Do you think I can call him 'daddy'?" her voice sounded hopeful 
while I tried to imagine such a scenario. More importantly, could I 
even let her out of my sight now? I couldn't trust Michael anymore 
and I was stupid to think I could in the first place, there was no 
way I could let Emmy be alone with him. I couldn't risk anything 
anymore with him. 

The biggest obstacle was getting that through Emmy's head. She was 
her father's child when it came to her stubbornness. She was also 
good at sneaking around and moving through shadows . And, she had 
already proven she could handle sharp objects which was scary 
enough . 

I would need to really keep my eyes on her to ensure her safety and 
also anyone else's. 

"Well?" I realized I hadn't answered her question. 

"It's not really my place to say," I shrugged, "But I would advise 
against it, " 

She opened her mouth again when Dr. Loomis entered the room. 

"Where is Laurie?" I asked. 

"She is coming, she had to make a detour at the ladies' room," he 
said, sitting down at his chair. He looked over at Emmy who gave a 
big smile which he returned. 

"Good to see you again, Emelyn, " 

"Hi," she said, "Can I ask you a question?" 

"If course you can," 

"You know Michael just as much as mommy does right?" she asked. 
Loomis looked confused a moment before recovering. He was also used 
to hearing her call me by my name. 

"Well she probably knows him a little better than I, but yes," 

"Then I'm going to ask you the same question," 

"Oh no," I muttered, throwing my head back. She was determined, I'd 
give her that. Like I said: stubborn just like _him_. 


"And what question would that be?" 



"Do you think I can call Michael 'daddy'?" Loomis was silent a moment 
before a small smile appeared on his face. 


"Well, I think that is a decision for you and your mother, " he said 
before adding, "But if you _do_ decide to call him that, I would love 
to be there to see it, " 

I scoffed that sounded like a hollow laugh at the thought; I would 
love to be there to see that moment too. Silence fell over the room 
as Laurie walked in, looking calmer than before, but still pretty 
spooked. But, who could blame her? 

"Everything good?" I asked. 

"Yeah," she said, "I'm fine for now," 

I nodded before leaning my head back once again. I agreed with 
Laurie; we were all okay for now. 

But what would happen once Emmy and I returned to the 
house? 

**Review! Okay! So what did you think?! Sweet little moment between 
Emmy and Kat as she began to call her "Mommy" again. Next chapter, 

Kat is released from the hospital and must return home. Will Michael 
be there or will he still be MIA? ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


13. Chapter 11 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Okay! So I know I said Kat would be going home this chapter but 
I changed my mind! Lolz this is her last day in the hospital. 

Enjoy ! ** 

_**Chapter Eleven**_ 

When I was six, I decided to try and climb the large tree in my 
backyard. I had almost made it to the top when our neighbor's dog 
started barking at a passing car and distracted me. I fell and landed 
on my arm, effectively breaking it in two places. That was the first 
time in my life that I was thankful my aunt was visiting and could 
take me to the hospital. 

I had gone to visit the Myers the next day and, out of boredom, 
Michael signed his name in big, red letters on my white cast. We also 
had Boo sign it too, except it came out as a bunch of multi-colored 
scribbles. Even Deborah signed it, though it was much more elegant 
than her children's. I think I still had that cast in one of the 
boxes in the attic. 

It was a challenge at first to get through school using only one arm 
but Michael had been a big help. He conveniently began to 
"accidentally" leave his books home and use the room in his backpack 
to carry my things. It worked in his favor because when the teachers 
asked where his textbooks and notebooks were he would simply say he 



was helping me out and they tended to give him a free pass, letting 
us share the supplies. Not that he actually bothered to pay 
attention; yet he always seemed to end up passing in the end. 

My second stay in the hospital was when I was thirteen and broke my 
leg. We had recently had a particularly bad snowstorm a few days 
before, leaving a lot of areas in Haddonfield icy. I made the stupid 
decision to ride my bike, as fast as I could, to the store for some 
soda when I hit one of the ice patches and took a nasty fall. I had 
been embarrassed when I visited Michael later that week with my 
crutches and big, white cast that covered my leg. Sally was nice 
enough to get me one of the wheelchairs to borrow so I could sit 
comfortably and elevate my leg. 

I had taken out some sharpies from my purse and threw them on the 
table and began to doodle on my cast. A few minutes passed before I 
watched the, then sixteen year old, Michael pick up the dark red 
sharpie and also draw. All of our doodles were childlike and looked 
as if three year olds had done them. Mine were colorful and cute 
while his were morea€ 1 disturbing . Not that I minded. I think that 
cast was also in the attic somewhere; probably with my little arm 
cast . 

My third hospital visit was when I had given birth to Emmy. 

And now, my latest visit was trying to recover from not only getting 
hit by a car, but also a stab wound from my old, beloved 
friend . 

loot 

"Try and eat some lunch, Kat, " Loomis said, pushing the tray of food 
closer to me. He had been my most frequent visitors, more than Laurie 
and Emmy, and had also proven to be a good guy, despite our 
differences . 

"I'm not hungry," I muttered, turning my head away. I heard him 
sigh . 

"Starving yourself isn't helping anything Katarzyna, " he said 
sternly, "You'll worry Emmy if she sees that you aren't taking care 
of yourself, " 

"Are you blackmailing me?" I asked, turning to him and narrowing my 
eyes . 

"No, but eventually you will begin losing weight and she will 
notice, " 

"How do you know?" I demanded bitterly. 

"We both agreed she takes after her father, meaning she is _very 
perceptive_, " he pointed out. 

"Also keep in mind she is still seven, " I muttered. 

"Plus you seem to be showing signs of depression, " 

"You really miss psychiatry don't you?" I asked sarcast ically making 
him roll his eyes. 



"Sometimes, but then I deal with you or Michael and it reminds me 
exactly why I left, " he shot back and I smirked. 


"TouchA©, " I said, absently fixing my blankets. Despite our rocky 
moments, I found Loomis and I becoming friends as time passed. He was 
someone I could talk to Michael and Emmy about, a good confidant that 
I was finding myself trusting more and more. I think Loomis also saw 
the friendship once he came to terms with my unique relationship with 
his "star" patient. 

"All I'm saying is that little girl is at an impressionable age and 
you need to be at your best to keep up, " he said. I sighed heavily 
and let out a frustrated laugh. 

"Okay, let's say, for argument's sake, that I _am_ showing signs of 
depression," I said, "Why would I be?" 

"Well there are a lot of triggers," he began, "In your case you 
sustained a pretty bad injury from a person you once worshipped, " 

"I never _worshipped_ Michael, first of all," I began, "and 
second-, " 

"Hi everyone!" Emmy called as she entered the room and climbed up 
onto my bed. Without missing a beat, she leaned over and took the 
cookie off my lunch tray and began to eat it. She turned around and 
began to trace one of her fingers along the purple bruise that marred 
my cheek; one of the many superficial injuries I sustained from the 
accident . Thankfully though, the bruise was just that; no swelling 
and nothing broken. 

"Where's Laurie?" I asked. 

"Right here, " Laurie walked in, panting, "Emmy is much faster than I 
am, " she laughed. She took a seat beside Loomis and took off her 
jacket. I pulled myself further into a sitting position while trying 
to adjust Emmy in my lap. It wasn't easy with the limitations I was 
given. Noticing my struggle, Loomis came to my aid. 

"Here Emmy, let's let Kat get herself situated," he said, lifting 
Emmy's small body into his arms and holding her as I fixed myself. I 
heard Laurie laugh as Emmy ran a hand along Loomis' white hair. 

"Kat says that you used to have long hair, " she said and I was 
surprised by how quickly she could return to our old routine of using 
my name. He casted me a look and I gave him by best innocent 
expression as possible. 

"Yes, when I was younger. It was not too long," he said, returning 
her to me. Laurie had a hand over her mouth to cover her smile as 
Loomis sat down and Emmy returned to stealing my lunch. I scoffed 
playfully at her before turning to Loomis. 

"Still believe my not eating is caused by depression?" I asked and I 
was pleased when I watched him actually laugh. I knew the argument 
wasn't over, tomorrow he would be telling me the same crap he had 
been earlier. This was just a moment of relaxation before we all had 
to return to the real world and face what came our way. 



The calm before the storma€ 1 


tool 

_(That night)_ 

Laurie and Emmy stayed in the hospital with me until visiting hours 
were over and Emmy had passed out beside me. I continued to thank 
Laurie for watching her and that when I got back to the house 
tomorrow, I would pay her for her troubles. 

Loomis was harder to get rid of; wanting to stay behind and make sure 
I was safe. I told him to leave, seeing as how he had already spent 
the night the day before, watching over me. He deserved an actual bed 
and to have a chance to clean up. Eventually the stubborn man finally 
left, leaving me to my own thoughts. 

I spent the next few hours listening to the beeping of the monitor 
and counted the needles in my arm. I played with the remote on the 
nightstand, lifting my bed into all different positions and learning 
how to work the TV, before giving up on finding something to watch. 
When it was close to two in the morning I finally fell into a light 
sleep . 

I guess two hours passed before I was jerked awake by a cold breeze 
hitting me. I cracked my eyes open and groaned. When my vision 
finally cleared, I saw that my window was open, the curtains moving 
against the gentle wind. It had been closed when I fell asleep. Had a 
nurse come in and opened it? 

I reached for the call button on the nightstand to have someone close 
it, when I noticed the large shadow in the corner of the room beside 
the window. My body froze and my voice was caught in my throat, 
making me let out a strangled noise. Time seemed to have stopped as 
the figure began to move closer to me, materializing into Michael. 

I put on a stoic expression while inside me, my heart was pounding, 
making the monitor beside me speed up just a bit, much to my 
embarrassment. Michael stopped at the foot of my bed and casted a 
fleeting glance at the machine before his gaze landed back on me . I 
couldn't tell if his eyes were that rage-filled black or that 
beautiful shade of blue, but I didn't care. He was the last person I 
wanted to see. I would rather face off with Derek again. 

"What do you want?" I asked, keeping my voice as level as possible. 

He cocked his head to the side, observing me a moment before stepping 
closer. I squirmed uncomfortably as he stopped once again, his leg 
just brushing the edge of my bed where my hand rested. I looked up at 
him and realized he was not staring at my eyes, he was staring at my 
cheek where the nasty bruise rested. 

"Don't know if you've ever done a face plant into the street before, 
but this is a wound that can come out of it, " I snapped, 
subconsciously moving my arm away from him, not realizing my gown had 
fallen down slightly to reveal the bandages that hid the knife 
wound . 

Almost immediately, his eyes landed on the wrappings and suddenly he 
looked like a statue, I couldn't even see his chest moving anymore to 
breathe. I looked up at his masked face and saw his eyes were their 



natural blue hue, but I could see the bits of black there. 

Suddenly, with movements so slow that I never thought they were 
humanly possible, Michael lifted his hand and stretched it towards 
me. I tried to sink further into the bed but found myself trapped, 
making frustrated rage fill me. The moment the tips of his fingers 
touched the bandaging, I felt electricity run through my body, making 
my body hum almost pleasantly. But within seconds, the anger and 
emotional turmoil returned. 

"Don't touch me!" I shouted, shoving his arm away. He didn't seem 
fazed as he only turned his head to the side again. 

"Don't ever touch me again," I seethed, "Stay away from me and stay 
the hell away from Emelyn!" 

Michael only stared at me, his eyes boring into mine. I saw a flash 
of anger when I mentioned Emmy's name but his rage didn't even 
compare to mine. 

"Get out, " I demanded; feeling a lump form in my throat and my eyes 
begin to burn. I took a deep breath and continued to stare him down; 

I had to keep composure. I watched his every move as he slowly 
unzipped his suit halfway down and I briefly noticed the unusual 
scarring on his torso. It was a flash movement as he zipped his suit 
up and held the foreign object out to me. It was my dagger. 

"I don't want it," I said, my voice on the verge of breaking. I 
couldn't look at my beloved blade anymore. It was hard to without 
remembering the day I got it and the following days of Michael 
teaching me how to use it. He once said that I would need those 
lessons one day; I didn't know he meant I would need them against 
him. 

Angered by my response, he slammed the dagger onto the nightstand but 
didn't release his grip on it. He looked into my eyes, challenging me 
to not abide by whatever he wanted with this. Was it a peace 
offering? 

He slammed it down again to bring me from my thoughts. My eyes 
continued to burn and I had to take a deep breath to ease the 
heaviness on my chest. 

"I don't want to see it again!" I hoped he wouldn't notice the way my 
lip quivered when I said those words. A bitter taste formed in the 
back of my throat as I continued to stare into his now angry 
eyes . 

"Get out!" I yelled, my voice finally cracking as my vision blurred, 
"Leave us alone! Both me and Emelyn!" 

A few beats passed before he turned on his heel, my dagger still in 
his hand, and began to leave. I squeezed my eyes shut and when I 
opened them, Michael was gone and my window was shut tight. 

My breathing was heavy and I tried to calm my racing heart, finally, 

I gave into the emotional hell I had been bottling up. Burying my 
face into my hands, I began to sob, bitterly and silently. 


**Review! Okay so not a good ending to a chapter but hopefully you 



all still liked it! Next chapter is all about Michael and his side of 
the story, as well as his thoughts on the events. Do you think he 
will leave Kat and Emmy alone? Better yet, do you think Emmy will 
stay away from him? ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


14 . Chapter 12 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Twelve**_ 

To say Michael was angry would be an understatement; he was livid. 
Beyond that even. The sounds of nighttime surrounded him as he 
angrily stalked down the streets of Haddonfield, hidden amongst the 
shadows . 

His mind kept replaying the scene in the hospital room; how Kat had 
screamed at him to leave and never come near her or Emmy again. She 
even denied taking back her dagger, the one he had given her; the 
only connection left between them from their past. 

He hadn't missed the quiver in her lip when she told him she never 
wanted to see the dagger again, and he certainly hadn't missed the 
way her eyes filled with tears throughout their exchange or the way 
her voice cracked the more she insisted he leave. Unbeknownst to Kat, 
he had lingered outside her hospital window for a few minutes after 
she assumed he had left. A strange, almost constricting feeling 
formed in his chest when he watched her bury her face into her hands 
and begin to sob miserably. 

And it was his fault. 

His mind took him back to Halloween when he had gone to the diner Kat 
worked at. He had grown tired of her never being afraid of him and 
remembered once when they were kids she had nearly shattered his 
eardrums when she saw a dead animal carcass and screamed bloody 
murder. Then he remembered that one of the neighborhood kids had 
buried their pet earlier that day; a guinea pig. It seemed like the 
perfect thing at the time. 

But instead of fear, he had received anger that rivaled his own. All 
he could see was red as he followed her back into the diner and 
blocked her from leaving. She glared at him and demanded he move; 
more of that bravery he couldn't decide whether to hate or admire. He 
finally found a falter in her when he stepped forward and she 
immediately backed away, taking out her dagger. That was when he 
lunged . 

He had victims fight back before, desperately trying to save their 
feeble lives, but he always found it bothersome on his part. But with 
Kat, he found himself purposely missing opportunities to take her 
down, prolonging their struggle. He hated to admit it, but he was 
_enjoying_ himself in their fight. 


She had remembered everything he had taught her all those years ago 
and she even picked up a few new things of her own. But it all ended 



too soon when he knocked the dagger from her hand and it slid across 
the room. Making sure his knife was turned in a way so not to hurt 
her, he gripped her upper arms and yanked her body towards his. He 
stared into her mismatched eyes, silently challenging her; to what, 
he didn't know. 

It hadn't gone unnoticed by him about the position they were in; it 
was the same one they were in seven years ago, and it led to things 
that he tried hard to forget. Then, she whispered his name, her voice 
sounding different than it did on normal days. He leaned forward, 
silently demanding to know what she wanted to say; one of his many 
mistakes that night. 

His entire body tensed when Kat leaned forward and kissed him through 
his mask. Despite the barrier, he could still feel the heat from her 
lips and the pressure of them against his own. This was the exact 
opposite of what he wanted to happen! 

When he felt her begin to pull away, even he couldn't explain what 
led him to kissing her back from his side of the mask. She made a 
noise of surprise before mirroring his actions by gripping his upper 
arms and continued to return the kiss. It was bringing up more 
memories that he had fought to forget. Memories like those nights in 
the asyluma€ 1 

Suddenly his eyes snapped open and he shoved her away, forgetting 
that he was still holding his knife until he saw the red begin to 
stain Rat's top. Her eyes were wide with fear as she looked between 
her wound and the blood that dripped from his knife. He finally got 
to see the terror in her eyes that he had been desperate to get since 
she moved back to Haddonfield. 

So why wasn't it satisfying? 

She ran past him and into the street. He could still hear the sound 
her body made when the car hit it and she landed on the ground. That 
wasn't what he wanted either. 

After the ambulance had taken her away, he slipped out of the diner 
with the dagger in hand while the police investigated. A few short 
minutes later, Michael found himself back at the house, not focusing 
on anything else; something that was beyond uncommon on his part. He 
found himself in the attic where piles of boxes sat that held things 
from Rat's childhood to stuff she never felt like unpacking. He had 
come across one lone box that was marked _' FRAGILE' _and used his 
knife to cut off the tape and peek inside. It held two casts, one 
small one and one larger one. He remembered when Rat had gotten 
those. She had always been a wild and reckless girl. 

He took out the smaller cast and remembered it was from when Rat 
broke her arm. He easily found his name in big red letters and below 
it were Boo's colorful scribbles. Then he turned the piece of plaster 
over and saw his mother's smooth handwriting; the same handwriting he 
and Judith had tried to forge for years to avoid their mother's wrath 
whenever they got in trouble at school. It never worked. 

He sat on the floor of the attic, observing both the casts. He looked 
over the many drawings that adorned the leg cast; the more girlish 
ones were obviously by Rat while he had drawn the morea€ 1 darker 
images. Putting the casts away, he knew he had to visit Rat in the 



hospital and return her blade. 


But when he had gotten there, he had seen the full extent of his 
actions. A nasty bruise covered her cheek and the wound he inflicted 
was bandaged up. He knew she had sustained more injuries but they 
were covered by her gown. He could see the fear in her eyes when he 
moved to touch her knife wound and felt a jolt of electricity when 
the tips of his fingers touched the bandaging. 

But then it all went straight to hell. 

And that's what brought him to where he was now; seething while 
standing in the shadows of Lampkin Lane, staring at his home. He 
couldn't go inside and risk destroying everything in his path; Kat 
would definitely hunt him down for blood if he ruined everything she 
owned; not that he wasn't looking forward to another fight. 

Unable to keep in his anger anymore, Michael stabbed his knife into a 
nearby tree with all his strength, hearing the sound of wood 
splintering from the impact. He needed prey, craved blood. His rage 
was boiling in him and part of his mind screamed for him to search 
for Laurie and succeed in his goal of killing her, especially since 
he missed his chance at Halloween. 

But he couldn't harm his sister. Not anymore. She had finally found a 
loophole in their little cat and mouse gamea€ 1 

She was Emmy's caretaker now when Kat was unavailable. 

But, why should he care that the little girl loved and idolized his 
sister? He shouldn't be feeling such things! For eighteen years he 
repressed every possible emotion and seven of those years erasing 
anything Kat brought back to him. Now that child was doing it all 
over again. He felt like he should be protecting her if anything. Not 
a good sign. 

He felt his rage slowly being ebbed away at the thought of Emmy. She 
had become like his shadow over time and seemed to be turning into a 
mini version of him. Another reason for Kat to hate him. 

But something about Emmy didn't sit right with him. When he looked at 
her, he felt like he was looking in a mirror, except for the fact she 
was a girl. But they shared a lot of the same qualities: the dirty 
blonde hair, the pale skin, the twisted sense of humor. The only real 
difference was her mismatched eyes. 

The same mismatched eyes as Kata€ 1 

He shook the thought from his head; there was no possible way. He 
turned on his heel and walked down the street towards the house 
Laurie now lived in. What Kat didn't know wouldn't hurt 
her . 

loot 

For a girl who had spent half her life trying to stay alive from her 
homicidal brother, Laurie seemed to neglect to lock all the windows 
on the first floor. Walking silently up the stairs, he weighed his 
options on which door to go through. Finally he settled on the on the 
door with foam flowers scattered on it. 



It led him to the guest room where he found Emmy curled up under the 
covers, sucking her thumb as she slept. Whatever rage was left in him 
seemed to vanish, much to his chagrin, as he walked up to the child, 
sheathing his knife into the waistband of his suit, and staring down 
at her. 

Seeming to sense she wasn't alone, Emmy stirred and let out a few 
annoyed moans before opening her eyes. Her face suddenly lit up when 
she saw he was there and Michael couldn't help but notice, for the 
first time, her smile was the same as Rat's. 

No, it was impossible. 

"Hi, Michael!" she whispered, sitting up in bed and leaning over to 
turn on the light resting on the nightstand. She eagerly patted the 
spot beside her, demanding he sit down. Instead, Michael found 
himself kneeling down to her level. 

"Did you see Rat?" she asked bluntly and the constricting feeling 
returned in his chest. Michael forced himself to nod. Suddenly, 

Emmy's smile faded. 

"Can I ask you a question?" she asked and Michael found himself 
nodding again. 

"Rat has a bad cut right here, " she made a line with her finger along 
the same place Rat's wound was, "Did you do that?" 

When he didn't answer right away, Emmy's voice became panicked, "It 
was an accident right?!" she kept her voice down but she became more 
frantic at his silence, 

"Right?!" her bottom lip jutted out and her wide eyes suddenly became 
glassy as a few tears slipped down her cheeks, "You didn't mean to do 
that, right Michael?" 

Why was she bringing such foreign feelings out of him? Eor so long he 
had been the boogeyman who showed no mercy and never left any 
survivors. Hell, he even hunted his own sister for how many years 
now? Now, here was a seven year old who was doing the impossible in a 
matter of five minutes. 

"Michael?" he was brought out of his thoughts at the sound of her 
pathetic voice, laced with tears. He wasn't sure what he was thinking 
when he brought his hand up and patted the top of her head. 

"It was an accident, " she said softly and he gave a small nod in 
response. She sniffled one more time and used her sleeve to wipe her 
nose and face. Then almost shyly, she twisted the blankets in her 
hand and asked, 

"Did she happen to tell you anything?" Michael only stared at her. 
What would Rat have told him besides that she hated him, never wanted 
to see him again, and to stay away from Emmy? What more was there to 
say? How she wanted him to die next? 

Michael moved to pat the top of her head again, but ended up somehow 
brushing her hair from her face, and soothing her to 
sleep . 



"Goodnight da-, " another yawn interrupted her words as Emmy grabbed 
Michael's other hand and held it in a vice grip before falling 
asleep. Michael didn't move for the few minutes that followed, 
allowing her to tighten her grasp on his hand; she did have quite a 
grip, he had to admit. 

What was she about to call him before she gave into exhaustion? It 
couldn't have been what he thought it was. There was no way, right? 

In his head, Michael did the math and found that everything added up. 
She couldn't bea€ 1 

He had gotten a good look at Emmy during their conversation and found 
one more quality they shared. Emmy's blue eye was the same color as 
his. And her other eye was black; an attribute that was too obvious 
to ignore. She had Rat's heterochromia, a hereditary trait, yet her 
eyes were the same color as his. 

Everything was leading to the same conclusion no matter how he looked 
at it. Her appearance, the similarities she shared with him and Rat, 
her disturbing side and, from what he witnessed over the past two 
months, her unusual talent with sharp objects. That alone explained 
why Rat was reluctant to let her handle anything with a point. Now it 
was becoming even clearer. Everything was staring him right in the 
face . 

He couldn't deny it anymore. 

Emelyn was his daughter. 

Rat had been pregnant when she left for California. 

And she had looked him dead in the eye when she told him multiple 
times that Emmy was her cousin. 

Carefully pulling his hand free from his child's, Michael left the 
room. He cashed a glance at Laurie's door but continued on his way 
out of the house. He had more important matters at hand. 

He needed to see Rat again. 

**Review! I'm sorry if this chapter isn't the best. So Michael has 
figured it out and is now angry again! What will happen when he 

forces another meeting with Rat who wants nothing to do with him? 

* * 

**Oh and next chapter you guys may hate me a little. If not next 
chapter then one of these chapters soon. But don't worry! I will make 
it up to you! ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


15. Chapter 13 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Ratarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: So I'm sorry this took so long! I am preparing to leave for 
college this weekend so things got a little hecticaCl** 



_**Chapter Thirteen**_ 
loot 

**I would like the wish A HAPPY BELATED BIRTHDAY to my dear friend 
and fellow reader * *_* *Domo2 0 1 0 . **_**i'm so sorry I couldn't update 
on your actual birthday like you had hoped but hopefully I can be 
forgiven ^ ^ * 

loot 

It wasn't long until the mixture of crying and my pain medicine had 
successfully knocked me out. When I woke up, I felt even more 
exhausted than I had all week. Through my blurred vision, I saw 
Loomis sitting in his usual seat, reading a book. 

"What time is it?" my voice was scratchy thanks to my dry throat. 
Loomis looked up from his reading and offered me a small smile. He 
passed me a full cup of water from my food tray and I gladly drank 
every drop. 

"A little past twelve, " he answered, "The doctor should be coming 
soon to check how you're healing before discharging you," 

I nodded, suddenly feeling sick at the thought of returning to that 
house. Sighing, I looked over at my nightstand where more flowers 
were placed. That's when I noticed it. 

My dagger was stabbed nearly halfway into the wooden surface. A piece 
of paper was being held in place by the blade and with a shaky hand, 

I carefully pulled it away with a loud tear breaking the silence. 

It was crumpled with splotches of what looked like red paint. My 
stomach twisted as I tried not to think of what it, most likely, 
really was. I recognized Michael's handwriting immediately in bold, 
black crayon. 

_LIAR_ 

Liar? What the hell was he playing at now? Half of me wanted to be 
angry and hunt him down, while the other half reminded me why I was 
in the hospital in the first place. I hadn't even realized Loomis had 
stood up and made his way to my side until he spoke. 

"Are you going to be okay?" he asked softly. I didn't know how to 
answer as a lump formed in my throat. I opened my mouth just as the 
door opened and Dr. Ashton and a nurse walked in. I hid the paper in 
my fist and took a few deep breaths to calm myself. 

"Good afternoon Katarzyna, " he smiled, "How are we feeling 
today? " 

"Tired, " I replied as he looked over my chart before pulling my gown 
down just enough to see my bandages, "Will I be going home 
today? " 

"Yeah, I think you are well enough for a discharge, " he smiled, "But 
you need to take it easy; any internal damage is slower at healing, 
no matter how superficial it is, " 



"Will I be able to continue my classes at the college?" I asked. 

"I don't see why not," he said, "but I think it is best that you 
don't walk there. See if you can get a ride with someone until your 
side heals. You're going to be pretty sore for a while," 

"I can drive you to your classes Kat, " Loomis said from his seat. I 
gave a small grateful smile before turning back to Dr. 

Ashton . 

"Okay, well I will write a prescription for some pain medicine 
because that cut of yours is going to be hurting. Again, take it 
easy, no heavy lifting. I know you have a child living with you so I 
don't want you picking her up or anything like that until those 
stitches are out and everything is healed, " 

"Yes doctor," I said politely. 

"I will see you back here in ten days to check your stitches," he 
said as the nurse relieved me of all my needles, "Take care, " he 
smiled before leaving the room. The door opened a few minutes later 
and a smiling Emmy bounded in with Laurie behind her, holding a set 
of clothes for me. 

"Officer Sorrento dropped us off, " Laurie said as Emmy climbed into 
Loomis's lap. She had grown quite fond of him over the last few days. 
She would often comment on how his thin, white hair made him look 
like a grandfather, leading me to believe she probably looked up to 
him as such. 

In retrospect, she wasn't that far off considering how she was 
Michael's daughter and Loomis spent at least fifteen years looking 
out for Michael and trying desperately to keep him in check. Even 
though that was all shot to hell when he escapeda€ 1 

"You could have called me, " Loomis pointed out, bouncing Emmy on his 
knee, making her laugh happily. It wasn't the first time that I was 
painfully aware she had the same laugh as Michael from when he was a 
kid . 

Suddenly, something struck in me. I looked down at my fist where 
Michael's note was crumpled. Liar. I had lied about Emmya€ 1 

"_He knows ! "_ I shouted in my mind, feeling my stomach drop and my 
heart jump into my throat. I knew that he would put it together 
sooner or later, but not now, not after what happened. If things were 
dif f erenta€ 1 what ? It wasn't like we could be some happy little 
family. A daughter who was beginning to take more and more after her 
homicidal father, who had a body count well into the hundreds after 
spending more than half his life in a sanitarium for killing his 
sister and four others. And a mother who was once considered a 
reckless, brave, and cynically morbid genius who had been reduced to 
some pitiful girl who could barely function anymore if left 
alone . 

Yeah, picture perfect. 

"He wanted to see how Kat was doing," Laurie's voice brought me out 
of my thoughts and I saw she had cashed a mischievous smirk in my 



direction. I inwardly groaned when I realized she shared her 
brother's old smirk from whenever he was up to no good. Everything 
was against me that day, I knew it. 

"Ah, I see, " Loomis too smirked before placing Emmy back on the 
ground, "Well, let me go wait in the hallway while you change, " he 
nodded towards us and left the room. 

"So, you ready to get out of here?" Laurie asked, helping me slowly 
from the bed. My legs felt like Jell-0 from their lack of use and I 
fought to stay upright for a few moments. 

"You have no idea," I muttered, but immediately regretted it. My mind 
flashed back to the house and what awaited me. If Michael knew than 
he was probably waiting for me to come home. He probably wouldn't 
hesitate to kill me if we fought again. That would most likely seal 
Emmy's fate to become the next Michael Myers. 

"_Over my dead body, I thought, mentally slapping myself at the 
choice of words. 

"Kat, are you okay?" I looked over at Laurie and quickly shed my 
hospital gown and reached for my clothes. 

"Yeah, " I smiled, "Leftover morphine haze I guess, " she nodded in 
understanding . 

"Been there, " she laughed bitterly and I could only imagine the 
injuries she endured over the years of coming face to face with 
Michael. Emmy wandered around the room, bored, as Laurie helped me 
into my black T-shirt; Dr. Ashton wasn't kidding when he said my cut 
would be hurting me. He seemed to neglect mentioning lifting my arms 
was almost impossible. 

After pulling on my black, pleated skirt and slipping on my matching 
sneakers, Laurie insisted on brushing my knotted hair. 

"You haven't tended to it in days Kat. Believe me you will feel much 
better, " she said. Once I was finally presentable, the nurse came in 
with a wheelchair and we made our way to the exit. 

loot 

Ethan was leaning against his car when we came out of the hospital. 

It was weird seeing him in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt instead of 
his uniform. 

"There she is!" he laughed, his face looking just as boyish as it did 
in high school, "How are you feeling, " 

"I'm alive," I sighed and lifted myself from the wheelchair, Ethan 
and Loomis each grabbing one of my arms for support. 

"Thanks," I said as I steadied myself. 

"I will get a ride from Dr. Loomis and Officer Sorrento can take you 
and Emmy home, " Laurie said. 


"When I'm off-duty, please call me Ethan," he laughed. 



"Why can't we all just take one car and someone follow behind us?" I 
asked, uneasy. 


"I need to speak to Dr. Loomis about something," she said 
cryptically, but I could see it in her eyes; Michael's return yet him 
not coming near her had left Laurie beyond unsettled. Who could blame 
the poor girl? 

"Bye Laurie!" Emmy smiled, unfazed, and wrapped her arms around 
Laurie's waist. I looked at the smiles at both the girls' smiles and 
felt myself frown. How would Laurie feel when she finds out the 
little girl she has come to love was actually her niece by the very 
man she feared would come after her again one say and kill her? 

"Bye Emmy, I will see you tomorrow after school, " she smiled before 
they piled my flowers into the car before she and Dr. Loomis left. 
Ethan let Emmy into the back seat of his car first before helping me 
into the passenger seat, taking care not to brush any sore areas when 
he helped me with my seatbelt. 

"You didn't have to do this," I said once we were on the road. 

"I wanted to," he insisted, "What kind of friend would I be if I left 
you at the hospital after all you've been through?" 

"I could have gotten Loomis to drive me," I said. Then, Ethan's mood 
seemed to change as he cashed a quick glance at Emmy to make sure she 
was still looking out the window and not paying us any mind. 

"But seriously Kat, " he continued, his voice low, "You're lucky to be 
alive, " 

"Ethan-, " 

"No, I'm serious," he said, "I've never gone up against _him _but 
I've witnessed two officers who did. I was still a rookie and believe 
me when I say I will never forget what _he_ did to them. That knife 
of his is almost just for show! He stabbed one before getting the 
other with his bare hands, " 

"Thanks Ethan, " I deadpanned. Just what I needed to brighten my day; 
a mental image of what Michael _could've_ done to me that night, but 
had done to other people. 

"Sorry, " he muttered. The rest of the ride home was in a tense 
silence . 

loot 

Ethan drove us to the pharmacy and thankfully Dr. Ashton had called 
ahead and my prescription was ready. When we got back to the house, 
Emmy had passed out in the back seat. Ethan was nice enough to carry 
her into the house and lay her on the couch. Once we got all my 
flowers into the house, my living room looked like a florist's 
heaven. As I walked him to the front door, he turned back to 
me . 

"Listen Kat, this probably isn't the best time to bring this up but," 
he trailed off and I noticed he looked like the nervous high school 
kid he once was . 



"What is it?" I asked, cautiously. 


"Well I wanted to ask this back in high school but you were so 
wrapped up in Myers and all that crap then you moved 
away-, " 

"Ethan," I growled, feeling cranky from discomfort. I needed my 
medicine . 

"I'm sorry, I'm rambling," he laughed, "I'm twenty-six years old and 
I am acting like I'm sixteen again-," 

"Sorrento ! " 

"Do you want to go out to dinner some time?" he asked and I felt the 
air suddenly leave my chest. 

"What?" I asked softly. 

"Like a date?" he said, "I mean unless you don't want to or 
something. I'm not trying to pressure you or anything," 

I didn't know what to say. I had been asked out all the time in 
California but I always rejected them; I was a mother after all and 
at the time, my heart belonged to someone else. I had never bothered 
with anyone else; Michael was the only person I had ever been 
with . 

"Kat?" I looked back at Ethan and saw that he was mentally beating 
himself up for asking and I made me feel terrible. He didn't deserve 
this, he was a good guy. 

Then again, I once thought Derek was a good guy. 

"I should go," he said as he turned and began to leave. 

"No!" I surprised myself as I grabbed his sleeve. He looked back with 
wide eyes as my mouth hung open in shock. I was about to make an 
excuse when Loomis's words rang through my head, 

_"I know how badly you want to relive the past Kat, but you can never 
go back. You need to let go, 

The thought sickened me but I knew, deep down, that Loomis was 
right . 

"Okay," I said, my voice cracking. 

"Okay?" 

"Okay, " I repeated, "We can go to dinner, " I smiled softly, letting 
go of his sleeve. His face lit up with a smile. 

"Great! I will pick you up tomorrow at eight!" he said, "If you're up 
to it of course. If you don't feel well than call me and we will 
reschedule, " I nodded and watched him leave before closing the door 
and going into the kitchen to take my medicine. 

Maybe if I had been more aware of my surroundings, I would have 



noticed my masked company in my dining room, hiding in the shadows 
where the sun didn't reach. 

Maybe, if I did, I would have known he had witnessed the entire 
exchange between Ethan and I . 

Maybe I would have known how much that seemed to anger him. 

Maybe I could have saved my neighbor from such a horrible fate later 
that nighta€ 1 

/oo/ /oo/ tool 

**BONUS CHAPTER: (Dedicated to "Domo2 0 1 0 " ) * * 

_ (Michael ) _ 

When he returned to the hospital, Michael had found Kat completely 
cried out and in a deep sleep. As much as he wanted to grab her 
shoulders and shake her until she woke, he knew it would only make 
things worse. 

Reaching into his suit, he pulled out a piece of paper he had kept 
when Emmy had given him her notebook those weeks ago. When he 
returned it, he had taken a couple sheets despite himself. 

Now he was thankful for it . 

It was stained in some blood that must have bled through his clothing 
when he killed some of those animals when he was trying to scare Kat. 
He looked around for something to write with and saw a couple crayons 
sitting on the nightstand by the flowers. Emmy must have left them 
there. Grabbing a black one, he left a simple note for Kat to 
decipher and placed it on the nightstand, stabbing the dagger into it 
so Kat would find it when she woke up. 

Then, he returned to his home and wandered around aimlessly. He 
wasn't sure how much time had passed before he heard the sound of a 
car out front. He walked into the dining room and looked out the 
window, seeing Kat carefully exit the vehicle, her body looking very 
stiff from being on bed rest for the last few days. 

He felt his blood boil when he saw Ethan Sorrento get out on the 
driver side of the car and smile towards Kat. His rage had flown 
through the roof the moment that boy had opened the car's back door 
and lifted _his_ sleeping daughter into his arms. _His_ daughter! 

No one should touch her! Especially another man! 

He was certain the handle of his knife was going to break as he 
remained hidden but watched Sorrento enter the house and place Emmy 
on the couch, draping a blanket over her as Kat brought in a small 
vase of flowers. It took everything in his power not to yank the boy 
into the dining room and stab him until he was long dead. 

But he couldn't risk Emmy waking up and witnessing such an act. Kat 
was already beyond pissed at him not to mention terrified, he didn't 
need their seven year old child to be affected even worse. 

At that moment, he didn't care that he had grown soft for Emelyn. She 



was the only one that was for sure. At this point, even Kat was 
becoming an enemy. Even if he was the reason for it. 


"Do you want to go on a date?" he heard the boy ask. Michael found 
himself mentally begging Kat to reject him. Why should he care who 
she went out with? Why should he care if she was moving on with her 
life and date other people? It wasn't like they were anything. 

Maybe as kids he and Kat used to laugh and joke about how they would 
end up together one day. Hell, _everyone_ would say it. Even his 
mother would say that they would have the most unusual yet perfect 
relationship. Such sickly sweet words would make Kat blush and feebly 
deny it while he gagged exaggeratedly, earning him a smack upside the 
head from both his mother and best friend. 

But that was the past . 

"Okay, we can go to dinner," Kat ' s voice brought him back to reality 
as he stared at her from the shadows. She was smiling softly as Ethan 
told her when he would pick her up before he drove off. She let out a 
sigh before closing the door and going into the kitchen, that small 
smile never leaving her face. 

Michael felt his rage return and there was only one way he could get 
rid of ita€ 1 

That night, he stalked along Lampkin Lane, looking for someone to 
become acquainted with his blade. It was a quiet night, not a soul 
was outside. But what should he expect? It was still too early after 
Halloween. People still feared he would strike and make up for the 
holiday he had lost this year. 

That's when he saw her. She was walking down the street, her back to 
him. Her dark brown hair was the same mixture of curly and wavy as 
Kat. It bounced the same way as she walked. He gripped his knife 
tightly and slipped further into the darkness. She may have only 
looked like Kat from behind but she would have to do. 

The girl was too busy listening to whatever was on her music player 
to realize he was stalking her closely. She had her earphones turned 
up so loud she didn't hear him whenever a twig snapped under his boot 
or when the leaves on the bushes rustled as he slid amongst them. She 
had no idea until he grabbed her. 

Michael wasn't sure how many times he had stabbed her before he 
finally decided to stop. Even then, he was reluctant to keep from 
driving his knife further into her chest. She looked nothing like Kat 
once he turned her around, but he didn't care. She didn't look like 
anyone now; his rage had been larger than he had thought. 

There was blood everywhere, more than usual. He looked down at 
himself and saw that he was drenched in the red liquid. He would need 
to clean off. 

Could he risk going back to the house? He was still angry and he 
couldn't risk seeing Kat or running into Emmy. If his rage didn't 
scare her than the fact he was a walking bloodbath could raise some 
alarm in her. Sure she had seen such a sight before, but she was 
still seven. 



Not to mention the bathroom was next to the girl's room. He couldn't 
risk waking up Emmy by turning on the shower. Not to mention it was 
well past one in the morning, the house would be so silent that the 
sound of running water would alert Kat and that was the last thing 
they all needed. 

He would wait until morning, once the girls left for the day. Then he 
would shower and scrape off all the blood. He would have to clean his 
knife too. 

He needed to be at his best for tomorrow night. 

Ethan Sorrento was taking Kat out on a date. He needed to look out 
for Kat after all, no matter how much she may hate him at the 
moment . 

He would need to have a little meeting with Sorrento after he and Kat 
are through with their date but before anything could happen between 
them. 

Yes, tomorrow night would be a very important night 
indeeda€ 1 


**Review! Okay so I know you all may hate me but it seems Michael has 
a plan to make you all love me again. Next chapter is Kat and Ethan's 
date. What do you think will happen?** 

**And what do you think Michael is planning for their littlea€l 
meeting? ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


16. Chapter 14 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

**AN: So I'm sorry this took so long! I started college last week and 
I was NOT expecting classes to be so crazy! I haven't been able to 
write in forever! Sadly this will be the pattern though :-/ I will be 
unable to update as often as I used to but I PROMISE THAT THIS STORY 
WILL EINISH ! ** 

_**Chapter Eourteen**_ 

I looked at myself in the mirror and groaned inwardly at the 
reflection. So far I had changed into at least ten different outfits 
and couldn't stand how I looked in any of them; they either looked 
way to casual or looked like I was trying way too hard. This was one 
of the reasons I especially hated the thought of going on 
dates . 

Stripping off the black skirt and white blouse, I continued rummaging 
through my closet when I heard a crash in the hallway. Jumping, I ran 
out to see what had happened, not caring if I was just in my bra and 
underwear . 


Emmy stood in the middle of the hallway, staring at the broken 
remains of the vase that had once been sitting on the hall table 



which had been knocked down. 


"Emelyn, what the hell?!" I yelled, grabbing my robe and tying it 
around me. Ever since she had woken up from her nap, it had been one 
mishap after the next. Never had this girl misbehaved this badly, 
even when she threw a hissy fit. Earlier we had spent a couple hours 
running errands and she had been insufferable; constantly whining and 
being rude, acting completely out of character. 

I watched where I stepped, so not to get a piece of ceramic embedded 
in my foot, as I made my way to Emmy. 

"Oops," she muttered monotone, showing no regret in her actions. I 
noticed her clenching her hand in a fist and gently pried it open to 
reveal a cut along her palm that was steadily bleeding over the rest 
of her hand. I didn't say anything as I lifted her up and carried her 
into the bathroom and sat her on the edge of the sink. I riffled 
through the medicine cabinet for Neosporin and a band aid before 
wetting a wash cloth and wiping away the blood. 

"What has gotten into you?" I asked, only to receive a shrug in 
response. I bit down a growl of annoyance and focused on my task. 
Thankfully, the cut was shallow, nothing that wouldn't heal within 
the next couple of days. I sighed in relief and covered it with the 
Neosporin before placing the band aid on top. 

"Guess you got to stay home now to make sure my hand is all better, " 
she said with an arrogant tone in her voice. I raised an eyebrow at 
her and felt myself smirk. 

"I think you will survive," I said and had to bite my lip as she 
pouted, "I guess your plan backfired Em," 

"Hmph, " she huffed, jumping down from the sink and storming into her 
bedroom, slamming her door behind her. A few seconds later, I heard 
her other door slam as well. I shook my head and went to clean up the 
mess in the hallway. I would let her cool down for a little bit 
before talking to her. Unfortunately, Emmy had inherited not only her 
father's temper, but mine as well. 
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_(An hour and a half later) _ 

Emmy refused to talk to me whenever I tried to check on her, so I 
finally decided to leave her to her moping. After cleaning up the 
hallway, I returned to my room and continued trying on outfits until 
I finally found one I liked. 

It was a black, strapless dress that fell to just above my knees. 
There was some embroidery adorning the top of the dress as well as 
the hem at the bottom. It was simple but not too extravagant. I put 
on matching black heels that made me taller than I already was; 
hopefully I wasn't too much taller than Ethan when he came to pick me 
up. That was always a problem with guys; as I got older I found 
myself at least an inch or two taller than them. The only person who 
ever actually towered over me was Michael. 

My mood suddenly dampened as _he_ came to mind. Ever since I shouted 
at him in the hospital, I hadn't seen hide or hair of Michael. Even 



Emmy had stopped having one sided conversations whenever she was 
supposedly alone. I didn't know whether to be worried or relieved 
about that . 

An exaggerated cough brought me from my thoughts as I looked over to 
see Emmy in the doorway. Her eyes were half open and she let out 
another over the top cough and loud sniffle. Gripped in her hand was 
a thermometer. 

"What's wrong Emmy?" I asked. 

"I don't feel good," she said pitifully and 'coughed' again, "I even 
took my temperature mommy, " she handed me the thermometer and I 
looked at the object then back at her. 

"110 degrees, huh?" I asked, "That _is_ pretty serious," 

"Yeah," she sniffled, "I guess you need to take care of me 
now, " 

"Not me, " I shook my head, trying to hide a smirk, "A temperature 
this high warrants a trip to the hospital, I mean this isn't good at 
all! They will need to do tests and everything," 

"Would that involve needles?" she asked feebly. 

"Oh for sure, " I nodded. Suddenly, she ripped the thermometer from my 
hand and perked up. 

"I'm all better now! I will take my temperature again and prove it to 
you! I don't need a needle!" she yelled before running away from me 
and back into her room. I shook my head and began to brush my hair. I 
should have never taught her how to fake a fever with a thermometer 
and light bulb. 
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_ ( 7 : 0 0pm) _ 

By the time seven came around, I was tired from debunking all of 
Emmy's ailments. After her fever stunt, Emmy had broken two more 
vases, refused to eat dinner, took a twenty-five minute bath knowing 
full well I wouldn't leave her alone, and most recently tried to 
convince me her spleen was rupturing. 

She had disappeared into the dining room to color when the doorbell 
rang. I had been reluctant earlier today about continuing with the 
date when the body of my neighbor had been found not far from her 
house. She had been stabbed multiple times in the chest and face and 
was drenched in her own blood. It had been released that about half 
of the stab wounds had been administered post-mortem. "Whoever" did 
this had been so angry that they had gone beyond overkill. 

Ethan had come to me to deliver the news and also that we may have to 
postpone our date if his boss told him to stay at the station in case 
of any other incidents. I had been careful after the news, keeping 
myself on high alert in case of anything or anyone jumping out at me. 
But a half hour earlier I had gotten a text saying he was let off 
early and we would grab dinner and movie. 



"Good evening," he said as I opened the door. He was dressed in a 
pair of dark jeans and a navy blue dress shirt. His normally messy 
hair had been brushed and gelled back, revealing his light green eyes 
to me. He flashed me a boyish grin as I let him inside. 

"Hey," I said, feeling suddenly self-conscious , "I'm just waiting for 
Laurie to get here so she can watch Emmy, " 

"No problem, " he laughed as we walked into the living room. I could 
feel his eyes on me but when I turned to him, he immediately looked 
away at one of the pictures I hung on the wall. 

"How old were you in this?" he asked. I walked over and immediately 
regretted it when I saw what the picture was. It was from one winter 
storm we had, school had closed and I had spent the day at the Myers 
House playing in the snow. Michael had given poor Deborah a heart 
attack when he decided to jump off the second floor balcony and into 
a pile of snow that was hiding a fire hydrant in there 
somewhere . 

"_That ' s the fun of it!" he had said, "You don't know where it is! 
Plus the worst that can happen is I break my arma€ 1 or tailbone, " 


Thankfully, he had landed in the soft snow away from the fire 
hydrant. When I went to check on him, he had yanked me into the snow 
with him, making me squeal in laughter. Deborah couldn't pass up 
taking a picture of us together. Now it just left a bitter taste in 
my mouth. 

Why was everything reminding me of Michael?! 

"I was six;" I said quickly, "Michael was about nine," 

"You two seem like you were really close, " he mused. 

"Yeah, " I muttered and turned away from the picture, unable to look 
at it anymore, "Despite popular belief, Michael was a pretty fun kid 
to grow up with, " 

Ethan hummed before turning away from the picture too, "So where is 
Emmy ? " 

"Probably still in the dining room coloring, she doesn't want me 
leaving tonight, " I shrugged, "After the accident she has become a 
little mother, " I lied. 

"Understandable, " 

"Do you want a drink?" I asked. 

"Sure, " he replied. 

"I will be right back," I said before disappearing into the 
kitchen . 
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_(Emelyn "Emmy")_ 



Emmy sat in the dark dining room, coloring, as she listened to Ethan 
and Kat talking. She didn't want them to go out! Kat was supposed to 
be with Michael ! 

The crayon broke from the use of force and Emmy let out an annoyed 
huff. The sound of shuffling in the corner of the room made her look 
up and see an intimidating yet familiar shape appear from the 
shadows . 

"Michael!" She whispered loudly and climbed from the chair. She ran 
over to him and gripped his leg. She felt him stiffen before a large 
hand came down and patted her atop the head. She took a hold of said 
hand and gripped it tightly. Then she realized something. 

"Michael, you smell like the same soap Kat uses! I know because it 
smells like cinnamon!" she hissed, trying to keep her voice level 
down. Michael made no reaction to her words but she had grown used to 
it at this point. 

"Can I ask a question?" she looked up at him and watched him cock his 
head to the side. She took that as a 'yes.' 

"Why did you kill that girl? I mean, I know you were mad but of all 
people to choose, why her?" 

When Michael didn't make a move to respond in any form, she 
continued . 

"When they said what her name was I remembered her as one of our 
neighbors. I remember because she reminded me of mommy," she was 
quiet a moment before her eyes widened, "Did you kill her because you 
are mad at Kat?" 

She knew she had just let it slip that Kat was her mom, but he was 
bound to find out eventually. She watched Michael straighten his head 

and knew that she had hit the nail on the head. 

"I guess I'm mad too," she muttered. Just then, Ethan laughed and she 
felt her anger rise, making her grip Michael's hand in a vice grip. 

It also didn't go unnoticed by her that Michael's hand had tightened 
around hers as well. He wasn't happy either. 

"I don't want him near her," she said darkly. Michael seemed to 

finally react when his gaze shot down at her at the sudden change in 

her tone. Her friends in California used to tell her that when she 
got angry she was like a different person. 

"I don't like him anymore," she continued and pressed herself closer 
to Michael's leg. She felt his hand leave her own to pat her on the 
head again. That's when an idea came to mind. 

"Michael, you used to play pranks to get rid of your mommy's 
boyfriends, right?" she asked, remembering Kat ' s stories. He slowly 
nodded . 

"I think the boxes are still in the attic in the back," she said 
slyly, "Can you help me get them?" A few beats passed before Michael 
bent down and lifted Emmy off the ground. She held in a squeal at how 
high she suddenly was; and she thought he was tall before! 



"We can't let them know what we are up to," she whispered and gave 
him an evil little grin. 
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(Michael ) 

Michael had been fuming as he watched Sorrento enter his home and 
talk to Kat . When he had come by earlier and said that he may have to 
cancel the date because of more possible murders, Michael had been 
pleased with himself. But when Sorrento arrived, his anger had 
returned. He knew he shouldn't have stopped at one victim. 

He felt more rage build inside when he watched the boy eye Kat in 
that damned dress she wore. She may have thought it was appropriate 
but she seemed to overlook the small fact that it was form fitting, 
leaving not much to the imagination. 

When she left him in the living room to get a drink, Michael had 
contemplated moving their "meeting" up a little early and taking care 
of the boy there, but then the small figure in the dining room had 
distracted him. 

Emmy was none too happy as she sat in the dark, scribbling angrily 
onto the paper, multiple broken crayons beside her. Her face was 
twisted with a mix of calm anger and scheming. Her mood had instantly 
changed though when she noticed him in the corner. 

He hadn't shied away when she ran up to him and hugged his leg or 
when she gripped his hand. He groaned inwardly when she made the 
observation that he had smelled like the same spiced soap Kat used. 
While the girls had gone out to do errands, he took a chance to rid 
himself of the blood that had covered him from his last victim. There 
was nothing else for him to use and he sure as hell wasn't going to 
use his seven year old daughter's soap, not even wanting to _think_ 
about what it may have smelled like. 

He had been surprised when her voice suddenly became dark at the 
sound of Sorrento's laugh. How had he not noticed how much like him 
she was before? Her grip on his hand was extremely tight as she 
continued to glare into the living room. Then she asked him to take 
her to the attic to find the box that held his old things. 

He had shocked himself when he felt his chest swell at her evil 
little grin. It almost felt likea€ 1 pride? 

It would be fun to see what this child had up her 
sleeve . 
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Ethan sat on the couch waiting for Kat to return from her phone call 
with Laurie to see where the girl was. He felt like he was in high 
school again, going on his first date. 

He had wanted to ask Kat out ever since he had first met her but 
never got the chance . Her reputation was no secret among Haddonf ield; 
her friendship with Myers and her morbid obsession with him after he 
snapped. Then in their senior year, she moved away and he never heard 
from her for the next seven years. 



He closed his eyes and took a deep breath as he listened to Rat's 
muffled voice in the kitchen. He felt something run along his arm and 
he looked down to see a fuzzy black spider. He shrieked and shoved it 
away from him and jumped up from his seat, only to hear a squeaky 
laugh from the chair across the room. 

"Hello, " Emmy popped up from behind the chair and he noticed in her 
hand was a clear thread that connected to the spider that he had now 
realized was only rubber. 

"Hello Emelyn, " he sighed. 

"It's Emmy," she said seriously and picked up her toy, "And I don't 
think you should take Rat out, " Ethan was amused and smirked. 

"Why is that?" 

"I'm just warning you that it will be the last thing you do," she 
said vaguely. 

"Emelyn!" the two jumped at Rat who was standing in the doorway, 
looking far from happy. She walked over and grabbed Emmy's hand 
before walking into the kitchen with her. 
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"Okay, no more games, " I said, lifting Emmy onto the countertop, 

"What is the real problem here?" 

"You can't go on the date," she cried. 

"Emmy-, " 

"No! You belong with Michael! He is the only guy who didn't hurt 
you, " she pouted. I bit my tongue but Emmy seemed to have read my 
mind . 

"That was an accident ! " she defended, "That last time you went on a 
date it was with Derek and he was a bad man. How do we know that 
won't happen again," 

"I won't let that happen again," I said seriously. 

"You belong with Michael! I won't share you with anyone else!" her 
bottom lip quivered and I felt a tug at my heart. I lifted her into 
my arms and held her as she sniffled. 

"Okay," I said quietly, "I will make a deal with you. This will be 
the only date I have with Ethan. I don't want to be rude to him; he 
and I were friends before I moved with Auntie. Can it be okay if it's 
just one night?" 

"It _will_ only be one night," she said before pulling from my arms 
and leaving the room at the sound of someone knocking on the door, 
finally Laurie had arrived. 


"Is everything okay?" Ethan whispered to me when I walked back into 
the living room. 



"Yeah, " I gave a tight smile and watched Emmy pull Laurie up the 
stairs towards her room, babbling about something she learned to make 
in art class and she needed to show it off. 

"You ready?" Ethan asked. I couldn't bring myself to speak as my 
stomach seemed to suddenly drop as reality punched me in the face at 
the realization I was going on a date. A date with Ethan. 

Why was dread so heavy in the air? 
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_(Sometime after midnight)_ 

I was practically dead on my feet as Ethan walked me to the front 
door. The dinner was nice but far too expensive for my taste. What 
made it worse was that he refused to let me pay for my half of it. 
When we got to the movie theatre, it took us a good twenty minutes 
for us to settle on a movie; I wanted to see the newest horror flick 
while he was determined to see the new mob movie. 

In the end, I won. 

The one thing I hadn't anticipated was the minute the lights went 
out. At first Ethan had kept trying to grab my hand, but I always 
moved it out of the way. When he realized it wouldn't work, he draped 
his arm over my shoulder and pulled me close to him so my head almost 
rested on his chest. It didn't feel right, he felt so soft, too soft. 
There was no hardness to his build, something I had been far too used 
to because of the past. 

I had finally pulled myself away from him, but not before he stole a 
kiss to my cheek. The action made me blush but other than that, 
nothing. No sparks, no ground movement, nothing that made my legs go 
weak and I would think about for the next week. 

Nothing to make me forget about _him_. 

Now we stood on my front doorstep in an awkward silence as he stared 
at me and I looked at my shoes like the coward I suddenly was. 

"I hope you had fun tonight," he said, breaking the silence. 

"I did, I just wish you let me pay for _something_, " I responded, 
"Especially with the prices in that restaurant, " 

"I told you it's no problem Kat, I like doing this and you deserve 
it, " he said, "Maybe next time, " 

'_Next time, '_ the words repeated in my head as I stared at him, 
unable to speak. How do I tell him that there couldn't be a next 
time? How do I tell him that throughout the dinner portion of the 
date, I would look up at him, half expecting to be met with a man 
wearing a crudely made mask? How do I say during the movie when he 
pulled me to him, I was hoping for a hard body that I was all too 
familiar with, or that when I looked at him in the darkness I was 
finding myself hoping that he was replaced by someone wearing an 
aged, latex mask? 

"Ethan, I really don't think-," I began but he cut me off. 



"I'm sorry if I seemed to forward tonight, I promise to do better 
when we meet again, " he rambled and I quickly stopped him. 


"Ethan, I can't do this again!" I said and felt my heart break at the 
look on his face, "I'm sorry, but I can't, I just can't," 

"You just aren't used to it," he reasoned, "I mean think about it, 
the only 'relationship' you ever had was with a deranged killer, not 
exactly healthy. You just need to almost re-educate 
yourself, " 

"Ethan, you don't understand," I began. He shook his head. 

"You're making it more complicated than it really is," he said. Oh, 
if only he knew. 

Before I knew what was happening, Ethan had closed the gap between us 
and pressed his lips to mine. I froze in place, unsure of what to do; 
I wasn't used to gentle kisses, I didn't _want_ gentle kisses. When 
he tried to deepen it, I came to my senses and shoved him 
away . 

"Ethan, stop!" I shouted, "I can't," 

"Kat-, " 

"No! You don't understand! It _is_ more complicated than you think! 
Everyone assumes that it was nothing, but they don't know the half of 
it!" my breathing was becoming erratic as I tried to calm 
myself . 

"Look I know it's hard," he said, "You two grew up together-," 

"It wasn't just that! God! We didn't just grow up together, we did 
_everything_ together! We were the same person as kids and everyone 
assumes I was in denial when he was sent away but I wasn't! I knew 
damn well what he had done and I was the only one who knows the real 
reasons behind it. Everyone just thinks he snapped but he snapped for 
a reason!" Ethan opened his mouth to speak, but I wouldn't let 
him . 

"No one knows the half of our relationship. No one knows just how far 
deep in I was. How close we really were! No one knows what happened 
before I moved away! They think we were just good friends but we 
weren't! We were more than that!" 

"Wait, " Ethan grabbed my shoulder to stop me from pacing and I looked 
at him, "You are saying that you and Myers?" I nodded and his eyes 
widened, "You willingly-?" 

"Yes! Okay? Yes! No one knows but that is what happened! It wasn't 
just one time either!" 

"Why?" he asked. 

"BECAUSE I LOVE HIM!" I screamed. Ethan didn't respond as I stood 
there panting, calming myself. 

"I love Michael Myers," I whispered and the silence between us had 



become heavy. Neither spoke as Ethan looked at me, confused. 


"So Emmy?" he asked quietly and I closed my eyes. 

"Yes," I breathed, "You can't tell anyone," 

"I won't Kat, " he said placing a hand on my shoulder but when I 
looked into his eyes, I knew that he would. He would tell someone, 
maybe Loomis who already knew, maybe someone he thought he could 
trust, but it would be someone and soon everyone would know. I 
couldn't bear that. 

"I'm sorry Ethan," I didn't wait for him to respond as I ran into the 
house and slammed the door in his face. I looked into the living room 
and stifled my sobs when I saw that Laurie had fallen asleep on the 
couch, the TV glowing with the sound low. I couldn't wake her, if she 
saw my face I would break down and probably reveal everything to her 
too . 

I rushed up the stairs and into my room, taking off my dress and not 
bothering to change into pajamas as I slipped under the covers and 
buried my face into the pillow. 

Damn, I was so weak. 
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Michael watched from the shadows as Kat slammed to door in Sorrento's 
face. The boy stared at the door for a few minutes before turning and 
walking away, down the street. Did he forget that he had driven them 
home? That his car was right in front of him? 

Michael followed close behind, his anger boiling inside him, waiting 
to burst. He had already been angry at the fact that Kat had gone on 
a date with him, but to watch him _kiss_ her was nearly more than he 
could handle. She obviously was distraught and the boy thought that 
kissing her would solve it?! 

When she revealed everything, he knew that Sorrento wouldn't keep his 
mouth shut, he would tell. When Haddonfield found out, Kat would be 
more than an outcast, she would be practically and untouchable. And 
Emmya€ 1 

Suddenly, Michael couldn't hold it in anymore as he sped up his pace 
towards Sorrento and grabbed the back of his shirt. The boy tried to 

fight, but Michael was twice his size and at least three times 

stronger. All he could see was red as he slammed the boy into the 
nearby tree. Before he realized it himself, he had buried his knife 
to the hilt into Sorrento's stomach. 

Sorrento let out a gurgled gasp and coughed up some blood. Michael 
pulled out his knife and drove it into the boy's chest over and over 
again. The only thing racing through his mind was of that damned kiss 

and what would happen to Kat and Emmy if anyone found out their 

secret . 

This was the satisfaction he had been deprived of since _she_ had 
arrived. The satisfaction of taking a victim who would try their 
hardest to fight but in the end, lose. To drive his knife deep into 
their bodies until they were no longer alive. 



He knew that he kept stabbing Sorrento, even after he was positively 
dead. But, Michael didn't care. He was too far gone. 


When he finally pulled away, Sorrento was just a bloody mass against 
the tree. Looking down at himself, Michael saw he was once again 
drenched in blood. He couldn't let Kat see him in such a state; she 
would know immediately and the last thing she needed was more guilt 
on her mind. He would have to be extremely quiet while he cleaned 
himself up. 

Turning on his heel, Michael left the body there for someone to find 
eventually. The threat was taken care of and Kat wouldn't be bothered 
by him anymore. Now, the only thing left to do was to visit Kat and 
see what the hell was going through her head. 

She loved him? She may have loved him seven years ago but now she had 
claimed to hate him. The only connection they shared was Emmy and she 
would be damned if she let him anywhere near her. Though, that didn't 
stop him in the least. Perhaps it was time to confront his dear old 
friend . 

And this time, he wouldn't let her get away so easilya€l 

**Review! Okay, so I hope this makes up for my long absence, if it 
sucks I am sorry! Haha ! Next chapter we may have a Kat and Michael 
moment if you want. And also we see the results of Michael's actions. 
What shall happen next? ** 

**Until Next time, read and review!** 


17 . Chapter 15 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Eifteen**_ 
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_**AN: Happy birthday to me! Yes, October 4** **th** ** is my 

birthday and I am the big 1-9 lolz. I love being a Halloween baby! So 
why not post a chapter in my own honor (I am HUGE on birthdays for 
everyone so if you ever want me to post a chapter on your birthday 
totally PM me and I will try my best and if it's late I still 
dedicate it to you and give you a big shout out ! 

-k k 


/oo/ 

"_JUDITH!" I jumped from where I sat in the kitchen with Deborah at 
the sound of Michael's shout. I looked over and saw Deborah shake her 
head as muffled fighting was heard above us._ 

"_What happened?" I asked, concerned by how angry Michael sounded 
while his sister was laughing far too loudly. _ 

"_Who knows with those two, " she sighed. Deborah looked so tired and 
I didn't blame her. She had been working more hours than usual and 



today she finally got a day off only to have her two eldest kids 
fighting constantly. Judith had been more physical than usual, 
punching Michael whenever he entered a room and was unsuspecting. 
Though, Michael would counter with a punch of his own if his mom 
wasn't looking. _ 

_I was brought out of my thoughts by the sound of someone stomping 
down the stairs. A few moments later, Michael stormed into the 
kitchen, his hair looking like a nest and he was covered in large 
dots of paint. His eyes were black, though I seemed to be the only 
one who noticed, and his face was a mix between misery and fury. 
Debra's mouth fell open as I let out a loud laugh. _ 

"_Michael?" Deborah asked. _ 

"_Judith booby-trapped my room, " he said, his voice barely containing 
the calm anger that was brewing inside of him, _ 

"_How that witch figured out how to work paintballs to shoot at a 
person the moment they open the door, I will never know. She's 
probably sleeping with some guy who she convinced to set it up, " he 
muttered as he crossed over to the sink and got a roll of paper 
towels. Boo was in her highchair, cooing as she tried to reach out 
and grab his shirt. He turned around and ruffled the little tuff of 
blonde hair before resuming his cleanup. _ 

"_Judith Marie Myers ! " Deborah shouted up the steps . A few seconds 
later, a scantily dressed Judith came down, pulling on a gray 
sweater. _ 

"_I'm getting ready to go out," she said. _ 

"_Not anymore, why did you sabotage your brother's bedroom?!" Deborah 
demanded. _ 

"_Little freak put a dead rat in my room!" _ 

"_No I didn't!" Michael shouted as he scrubbed his arms, "If I step 
one foot into your room, I am exposing myself to some pretty 
dangerous diseases!" _ 

"_You little-!" _ 

"_ENOUGH ! " Deborah shouted. Judith scoffed and crossed her arms while 
Michael immediately shut up and hung his head as he cleaned. He 
always was afraid of his mother's temper. _ 

"_I don't care what happened! Michael you are not to go anywhere this 
weekend and Judith you are grounded for a week, " _ 

"_What the hell?! You always take the little bitch's side!" Judith 
shouted before storming out of the house. I saw Michael flip her off 
at the insult while Deborah had her back turned. _ 

_*NEXT DAY* _ 

_The next day, I was back in the kitchen while Michael fed Boo lunch. 
He sat in a crouched position on the chair, not focusing on anything 
but the laughing baby. He was more quiet than usual, only making 
sounds at his sister when she laughed or refused her food. 



"_Michael Audrey!" Michael almost snarled at the sound of his middle 
name. Whenever I felt playful, I would purposely use both his names 
or even just use his middle name and laugh while he would give me 
death glares. _ 

_Debra walked into the room and towered over Michael who was still 
crouched on the chair, holding the spoon of baby food, "did you lock 
you sister in her room with zip ties?"_ 

_Michael scoffed and resumed feeding Boo. _ 

"_I don't know, did she booby-trap my room?" he deadpanned and looked 
up at her. He immediately hung his head at her furious look and I 
covered my mouth to hide my laughter at how my "disturbed" friend was 
intimidated by his mother. _ 

Suddenly I was snapped out of my nostalgic dream, staring at the 
crimson wall that was my room. Why was I dreaming about that weekend? 
I could feel my phone under my hand and I turned it on to check the 
time. It was barely two in the morning. I groaned and slammed the 
phone back onto the mattress. 

I felt like I was being watched, but I didn't bother picking my head 
up from the pillow. Instead, I only stared at the wall as the feeling 
of eyes continued to burn into me. I assumed it was Emmy doing her 
usual ' lurk-in-the-shadows ' routine that she had been doing since she 
could walk. Normally I found it funny and adorable especially because 
it reminded me that she was 100% her father's daughter. But now, that 
was the last thing I needed to be reminded of. My head was pounding 
and I still felt so drained. I didn't even care that my stitched up 
wound was beginning to hurt because of the weight on it from me lying 
on my stomach. 

"_Maybe she will think I'm asleep, I thought to myself and sighed 
softly. I burrowed further into my pillow and let out another sigh. 
About ten minutes passed by and the burning sensation of being 
watched had not wavered. I clutched the edge of my pillow in my fist 
out of annoyance and kept my patience in check. I could wait her 
out . 

Another twenty minutes crept slowly on by and finally my annoyance at 
reached its breaking point. I sat up and turned around, prepared to 
tell Emmy to go back to bed when I felt the words immediately catch 
in my throat . 

It was not Emmy. The figure by the closed door was tall holding a 
large knife in its hand. I couldn't move from my spot as the shape 
walked closer, materializing in the moonlight. Beneath the 
emotionless mask, I could see his black eyes narrowed at me, no 
traces of blue to be found. Michael stopped at the foot of my bed, 
still staring down at me, and tilted his head ever so slightly to the 
side, the movement almost undetectable. 

Suddenly, I snapped out of my reverie and pulled my blanket up and 
around me, painfully aware that because I had not bothered to change 
after my disastrous night, I was clad in only a bra and underwear. Of 
all the nights for him to appeara€ 1 



"Yes, Michael?" I asked, my tone clipped. He tilted his head a little 
more but did not respond. I looked into those abysmal black holes of 
his mask and tried to make out his expression. But he gave nothing 
away. From the corner of my eye, I noticed his free hand twitch, 
almost going into a fist. The action made my repress a smile; Michael 
still had that habit of twitching his hand whenever he was 
confused . 

"What's the matter?" I asked, my voice still curt but held a slight 
teasing tone in it as I gestured towards his hand, letting him know 
that I was reading him like an open book at the moment from that 
motion alone. 

His hand suddenly stopped twitching and immediately formed a tight 
fist as his gaze hardened even further on me. He took two long 
strides so he towered over me, making me feel very small in my 
vulnerable position. Everything seemed to freeze around us as we 
locked eyes. It had been nearly three days since I last saw him and 
part of me still wanted to be furious; he had stabbed me for heaven's 
sake! Not only that, but he had murdered my neighbor who had happened 
to look slightly like me. That was too coincidental for my 
liking . 

But there was another part of me, a small, miniscule voice in the 
back of my head that was relieved, if not a little happy, that he had 
come back and not tried to kill me again. At least not right away; 
the knife was still held tightly in his grasp and he did not look 
like he was in a good mood. Then again, when was he ever? As my eyes 
adjusted to the darkness, I saw that he was covered in red and I knew 
it was blood. And Laurie was downstairsa€ 1 

"Michael," I whispered, "You didn't hurt _her_, did you?" Now it was 
my turn to narrow my eyes at him as he tilted his head again. 

"You know damn well who I am talking about, " I hissed. His head 
straightened up and with lightning fast movements, I could barely 
comprehend when he grabbed my arm, tightly, and yanked me to my feet. 
I scrambled to keep the blanket around my body with my free arm as he 
ripped the door open and pulled me into the hallway. I tried to 
struggle and pull myself free, but I knew that it was impossible. His 
strength was inhuman. 

When we made it to the top of the stairs, he yanked me closer to him, 
roughly angling my body so I could see down into the living room. On 
the couch was Laurie, asleep and most certainly breathing. I sighed 
in relief. 

Michael's intense grip on my arms didn't let up as he practically 
dragged me back to my room and shut the door behind us. Then, he 
threw me away from him, sharply, as if I had the plague. I huffed in 
annoyance and wrapped the blanket securely around me before sitting 
at the edge of my bed. 

"What is your problem, Michael?" I demanded harshly. He only stared 
at me. He had put his knife into his waistband, leaving both his 
hands free to make tight fists. Was he holding back his rage? I 
sighed . 

"I'm really not in the mood, Michael," I said, "It's been a hell of a 
night and I really just want to sleep. I only have this weekend to 



get myself together before I go back to school. So if you would 
please leave, that would be nice. And don't stain my carpet with 
blood, please; it's a bitch to get out," I stood again and moved to 
the door to open it, when a large hand grabbed me and jerked me back. 
The blanket fell to the floor from my surprise and I looked up at 
Michael, my face burning in the darkness; I was only in a bra and 
underwear ! 

But, Michael wasn't looking at my body, he was glaring into my eyes. 
The blue was gone from his irises, leaving only onyx orbs. I used my 
free hand to grip his wrist that held me, but his other arm came up 
and grabbed it, leaving me in a vulnerable position. 

"LET GO!" I shouted and kicked him, but he didn't even flinch. I 
continued to struggle and bite back all the curses on my tongue when 
soft but panicked knocking was heard at the door. 

"Mommy?" I froze and both of us looked towards the sound of Emmy's 
voice. The door had been cracked open and a little blonde head poked 
into the room, half awake. The minute we both saw her, I felt 
Michael's grip instantly loosen from me just enough for me to back 
away and grab the sheet from the floor and quickly wrap it around 
myself . 

"What's going on?" she asked pitifully as she rubbed her eyes. I 
turned back and saw that Michael was gone, no doubt somewhere in the 
many shadows of the room. The thought made a shiver run down my 
spine . 

"Nothing Emmy, go back to bed, it is way too late for you to be 
awake," I said quietly, bending down to her level. She had grown 
taller, looking more like a ten or eleven year old than seven. Her 
blue eye looked darker in the unlit room, almost matching her black 
one. She looked so much like her father; it made my heart squeeze, 
tight . 

"Was Michael just here?" she asked, looking around, "I could have 

sworn I saw him when I came in. He was holding you weird, 

why?" 

"It's nothing," I said quickly, "Go back to bed, and don't make too 
much noise because Laurie is sleeping downstairs, " 

Emmy nodded and walked out of the room, swaying from the drowsiness. 
Normally, she would have stayed and kept asking questions, believing 
herself to be older than she truly was; something she inherited from 
me . 

I stood and closed the door, making sure to lock it in case my little 
"chat" with Michael got physical again. Last thing I needed was our 
daughter to walk in on a repeat of that night in the diner. I slowly 
turned and nearly smacked into a hard chest as a hand came out of 
nowhere and grabbed the sheet. With a hard yank, I was flung across 
the room from the force and found myself slammed into the wall, 
Michael holding my wrists beside my head as he stared angrily into my 
eyes . 


"What the hell?!" I hissed, pushing against him to try and escape, 
but there was no space between our bodies. Whatever was bothering him 
was fueling his rage. 



"What are you so angry about this time?" I asked, "I don't want to 
deal with this tonight Michael, I had a hard enough time with 
Ethan-, " At the mention of his name, Michael pulled me from the wall 
and slammed me into it again; not hard enough to hurt me but enough 
to show me it was a warning. 

"Ethan? You're mad at Ethan?" I asked and was slammed into the wall 
again. Suddenly, everything fell into place and I felt my trademark 
crooked smirk curve onto my face; it had been far too long since I 
had made it and it felt so good to have it back. 

"Michael Myers, are you jealous?" I didn't recognize my own voice by 
its teasing tone. The grips on my wrists tightened, making me wince; 

I knew I was going to have bruises to hide later. But at this point, 
it was becoming worth it . 

"I'll take that as a yes," I knew I was sounding cocky now, but I was 
throwing Michael off, it was obvious. His head slowly turned to the 
side and he took a step back, still holding my wrists tightly but not 
pressed against me, giving me more freedom to move. I kicked my legs 
a little to wake them back up and continued, 

"I thought we covered this back at that night in the sanitarium 
Michael," I sighed, the smirk still on my face, "I only belong to one 
person, no matter how insufferable he may be, " 

What had gotten into me? I could feel a weight coming off my 
shoulders as old confidence returned to me. It felt so good; I was 
beginning to feel like myself again. 

Michael's eyes went to my left ring finger, where his paper-Mache 
ring used to rest. I was confused but then I remembered the promise I 
had made that night, 

"_When I wear this ring, I will consider myself Katarzyna Myers so I 
can't belong to anyone else, 

I was not wearing the ring, I had told him to stay as far away from 
me as possible, I had gone out with another mana€ 1 

He was seeing my actions as a rejection. He really _was_ 
jealous . 

"Derek smashed the ring during our fight," I said, my smirk gone, "It 
wasn't by choice, " 

Michael's head snapped up and he stared at me; his eyes were black 
but I could see the blue swirling in them. Suddenly, I wanted to get 
a rise out of him, to make him react out of his character. And I knew 
just what to say. 

"Jeez, you are possessive aren't you?" I joked, smirking once more, 
"It's not like I belong to you-," 

I had just enough time to finish the sentence when Michael slammed me 
back into the wall with his body and his masked lips pressed 
aggressively against mine. I could only sigh at the feeling, silently 
wishing that the mask was out of the way but knew that was something 
that would never happen. The Kat a week ago probably would have 



fought and shouted, cursing him and demanding he leave, knowing full 
well he wouldn't. But I had finally gotten passed that phase, I was 
me again and the real me would have been begging for this. 

I hadn't realized that my eyes were closed until he pulled away and I 
opened them to find him staring deeply into mine. The majority of his 
eyes were still black but the speckles of blue remained, putting me 
to ease. 

My wrists burned but I realized that he had released them in place of 
gripping my shoulders, keeping me securely against the wall but 
shockingly careful not to touch my healing wound. My hands remained 
on either side of my head as my eyes raked down to the bottom of his 
mask, revealing tanned skin that poked out from between the latex and 
his suit. I don't know what possessed me to move my hand to his 
forearm and slide it up until it was pressed against the side of his 
neck where the visible skin was. Immediately he tensed. 

He looked as though he were barely breathing, yet I could feel his 
pulse against my palm; it wasn't racing like mine, but it wasn't slow 
either. I heard a sharp breath and my eyes snapped up to his and our 
gazes locked once more. My hand gripped the bottom of the mask and he 
came back to life, yanking himself away, but I held strong, amazing 
myself that I managed to keep ahold of it. 

"I'm not taking it off," I said firmly. He shocked me when he didn't 
move as I took the other side of the mask with my other hand. My 
heart melted at the thought of why he was showing such 
compliance : 

He trusted me. 

Ever so slowly, I rolled the mask up with my hands until his mouth 
was exposed. I moved it up a little farther so he could breathe 
through his nose before lowering my hands. I couldn't make him out in 
the darkness, only the mask staring back at me with his eyes full of 
an almost childlike curiosity. 

"Michael-, " I began but I was cut off when he was suddenly on me 
again. Nothing was gentle about the embrace as he shoved me back into 
the wall and held my lips in a hard, demanding kiss. Within seconds, 

I found myself melting into it, my hands gripping his 
shoulders . 

What had gotten into me? Not even 20 minutes ago I had been 
vehemently against seeing him, trying to sort out the thoughts in my 
head. I had hated him even, holding such a strong grudge for harming 
me, betraying my trust. Now I was basically in his arms, kissing him 
like I had seven years ago before he became the Haddonfield 
Boogeyman. Nothing else was important to me. 

I let out a hiss of pain when his palm came in contact with my 
bandages, putting a little too much pressure on it. He immediately 
pulled away and left his hand suspended, almost as though he had no 
idea where to put it. Eventually, I felt him press it against my rib 
cage. His hands were surprisingly warm now. 

I wasn't sure how much time passed as we kissed there against the 
wall; my hands moving from around his neck to his forearms while his 
stayed with one pressed to one side of my ribs and the other on the 



side of my neck. 


Again, what had gotten into me? More importantly, what had gotten 
into _him_? Never had he acted like this since I returned. Actually, 
even back before I left he had been reserved; I had to coax the 
reactions out of him. 

I pulled back for much needed air, panting breathlessly while he had 
yet to seem winded in any way. Two beats passed before he tried to 
pull me back into an aggressive kiss and I turned my head, still 
trying to gasp for air. The sudden movement made him come in contact 
with the skin somewhere between my neck and ear, causing him to bite 
down. Hard. I let out a sound that was a cross between a startled cry 
and moan and turned my head back, only to have him hold me in 
place . 

After a few moments passed, I was pulled back into a kiss and I made 
a sound in the back of my throat. Suddenly the mood changed and I 
felt him push himself away from me, frantically putting his mask back 
into place. I grasped the wall for support as my legs felt like jelly 
and looked at him. His eyes raked over me once before he suddenly 
turned and left the room. 

I slid down to the floor and caught my breath. What had just 
happened? 

loot 

** (Michael) ** 

What had he done?! That was not his plan when he had set out to 
confront Kat ! He wanted to threaten her, show her that he was not 
pleased and that he would not hesitate to come after her again. 

When he had come into the house, he had seen Boo sleeping on the 
couch, completely vulnerable and leaving the perfect opportunity to 
end it once and for all. But, the timing wasn't right nor was the 
location. He couldn't kill her in their old home. At least not now. 
Sure, he could drag her to the basement and take care of her there; 
neither Kat nor Emmy ever went down there, making it a perfect place 
for him to hide. 

But he needed to see Kat. Then he would deal with his sister. 

What had this girl done to him? 

He walked up the stairs and down the hall to his destination. He 
watched her sleeping form until she woke up and told him to leave. 
Then she looked at him and demanded to know if he had harmed his 
sister. The question brought a mysterious rage in him as he yanked 
her out of bed and into the hall to prove that the girl was still 
alive. Despite his better judgment. 

At first he had been confused as to why she was so desperate to keep 
the sheet around her, than when they returned to the room and he 
shoved her away, he realized the reason: she wasn't wearing any night 
clothes. A strange feeling stirred inside him at the thought, but he 
immediately shook it away when she began demanding answers. Had she 
always been so infuriating? 



He had come so close to hurting her, he had her in the perfect 
position where he was in control, but they had been interrupted. When 
Emmy had entered the room, dazed and half awake, he immediately 
loosened his grip on Kat . He remembered as a kid, walking in on 
Ronnie and his mother's physical arguments more than once and the 
fear that would come along with it, followed by anger that usually 
ended with him getting injured in some way by his mom's boyfriend. He 
would never lay a hand on Emmy, but he knew that feeling of fear all 
too well. 

Kat had gotten the tired little girl back to bed easier than usual, 
proving she had been far too tired to care. When he heard the door 
lock, he immediately remembered his reasons for being there and 
pulled her back, inadvertently losing the blanket that covered her in 
the process. 

The events that followed had become a blur, but he remembered when 
that smirk appeared on her face; _her_ smirk. She hadn't made that 
expression in a long time. Her teasing words were back and she was 
once again unafraid of him. 

His Kat was back. He had gotten his Kat back. 

Next thing he knew, he pressed her into the wall and kissed her 
through the mask. She hadn't fought back or pulled away, she had 
responded! When he pulled away she stared at him, only to grip his 
mask. It was like a bucket of cold water. 

He pulled away from her and was surprised that she managed to keep a 
strong grip on him. She reassured him she would not remove his only 
real form of security and he allowed himself to relax just a bit. He 
trusted her. 

Then, they were kissing again; the feeling was so different without 
the barrier between them. Her lips were warm and inviting, almost 
drawing him in. The last time he kissed her in such a way was seven 
years ago. But back then she had been unsure, careful about her 
movements. When had she become so comfortable with the act? And who 
had she gotten comfortable with? 

At that thought, he kissed her harder and much more aggressive, 
angered at the thought of another man anywhere near her. Seven years 
she had been away from him in California. She had lived with another 
man before he turned on her. Who knows what she had left out of her 
story she told Loomis? 

Everything was moving quickly as she pulled back for air, but he 
wasn't ready to let go as he leaned forward again, only to connect 
with her neck and bite down. The sound that had come out of her mouth 
had done something to him, making him repeat his earlier action of 
biting her. 

His victims had let out sounds like that when he ended their pathetic 
lives, except they were more out of pain and agony. The sound she 
made was shocked anda€ 1 pleasured? All he knew was he liked her sound 
better, something he never thought he would ever admit. 

Then the mood changed. He realized what was happening. They were 
slowly falling back into the same position they had been in back in 
the Sanitarium. He knew where that would lead themaC 1 



He pulled away from her and fixed his mask as Kat gripped the wall 
for support. For the first time that night, he finally got a good 
look at her. Her lips were swollen and her hair was a tangled mess 
from their activities, and there was a mark already forming where he 
bit her. The underwear and bra she wore left nothing to the 
imagination, showing off her long legs and toned body. She had lost a 
lot of weight over the course of her time there, not too much but he 
still didn't like the way her bones poked out from her collarbone 
when she bent over. Or how her shoulders had sunken in ever so 
slightly. Such differences would go unnoticed to people because they 
were so minuet. But he noticed everything. 

He had to leave, he couldn't look anymore or else he would not be in 
control of himself. He did not like losing control over himself like 
that . 

He didn't even look at Laurie when he left. He just needed to get 
away . 

What was happening to him? ! 
loot 

** (BONUS CHAPTER)!** 

_(The next morning)_ 

When I woke up, I found myself half dangling off the bed, unsure of 
how I even managed to get up there in the first place; I had been so 
spent mentally, emotionally, and physically that I could barely move 
after Michael left the night before. Why had he left so suddenly? 
Originally, he had been livid, prepared to hurt or threaten me in 
some way, then he softened when Emmy came in only to return back to 
his original state once she left. Next thing either of us knew, he 
was roughly affectionate with his hard kisses and rugged behavior, 
then suddenly, he is erratic; pulling his mask back in place and 
storming from the room. 

I groaned as the sun burned into my eyes. I squeezed them shut and 
stood from my contorted position, noting how both my legs were 
asleep. I stumbled to my closet and grabbed my robe before heading to 
the bathroom. When I got there, I felt my heart stop at the sight of 
my reflection. 

There were dark marks around my wrists where Michael had held me in a 
vice grip of control, my lips were bruised too but they had faded 
enough to the point where they would be virtually unseen unless 
someone was really scrutinizing me. But the worst of it was centered 
on my neck, where Michael bit me. 

A dark purplish, almost black bruise had formed just a few inches 
below my ear. It was obvious it had been from a bite mark and it was 
so dark that no matter how much makeup I used to cover it, it would 
still show ever so slightly. 

"_I'll kill him, I growled mentally as I grabbed my hairbrush and 
worked out the many knots that had formed. Afterwards, I changed into 
a long sleeved shirt to hide my wrists and brushed my hair over my 
shoulder to cover my new hickey. Eor once I was thankful for having 



untamed, curly, waves to cover the expanse of my skin. 


I walked downstairs and found Emmy sitting on the couch beside 
Laurie, both of them holding a bowl a cereal and watching cartoons. I 
felt a sigh of relief escape me at the sight of Laurie unharmed. Part 
of me was worried that I would walk downstairs that morning to find 
her gone only to learn she had been abducted by her deranged brother. 
All hell would break loose at that point. 

"Morning Kat, " Emmy said, without looking away from her show. Laurie 
looked over and gave a smile before swallowing. 

"Morning," she said, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to pass out on the 
couch, " I noticed a rosy blush form on her cheeks and laughed. 

"It's no problem, I got back pretty late," I said before heading into 
the kitchen. I hadn't realized Laurie had followed me until she 
spoke, 

"So, how was the date?" I jumped and spun around, wondering how I had 
been oblivious to her behind me or how she was so silent when she 
walked; she took after her brother in more ways than she would 
probably like to acknowledge. 

"It was nice," I shrugged, and then made sure that my hair was still 
in place, "But there was no spark. So, I don't think there will be a 
second date, " 

"I'm sorry to hear that," she sighed, "You two looked so cute 
together and he seemed so nice, " 

"It wasn't him," I said quickly, "It was more me. He wasn't my type 
and honestly I was never one for the dating scene, " 

"Come on, there hasn't been _one_ guy you've wanted?" she 
prodded . 

"Maybe, maybe not," I responded cryptically. Laurie was about to push 
some more when there was a loud knock at the door. We both looked at 
each other and made our way to the front hall, Emmy on our 
heels . 

"Emmy, go into the living room, " I said. 

"But-, " I shot her a look and she let out a huff before turning the 
opposite direction. I opened the door only to find the sheriff and 
two officers behind him. Dr. Loomis standing to his right. 

Red flags were going off in my head. 

"Laurie, you're alive," the sheriff said in relief. 

"Of course I'm alive!" she answered heatedly before her voice became 
small, "why wouldn't I be?" But he ignored her. 

"Ms. Bury were you with Officer Ethan Sorrento last night?" he turned 
to me . 

"Yeah," I said slowly. 



"Till what time?!" One of the officers behind him demanded angrily. 
Loomis and the sheriff immediately turned and calmed him before 
turning their attentions back to me. 

"I don't know, maybe 12:30-lam?" I said, "He dropped me off here 
before leaving, " 

"And he left his vehicle?" the same officer demanded, pointing to 
Ethan's car that still sat in front of the house. 

"Apparently," I responded evasively, "What is this about?" 

"You tell us!" The second officer finally spoke up and the sheriff 
turned and demanded both of them to shut up. Then, Loomis 
spoke . 

"Kat, " he said slowly, stepping forward as if I were a spooked 
animal, "Ethan is dead, " 

The air was punched out of me as I felt Laurie grab my arm and suck 
in a breath. No one spoke for a few minutes. Ethan dead? How? I had 
just seen him! 

"How?" I heard Laurie choke out and Loomis placed a hand on her 
shoulder . 

"He was stabbed multiple times, " he answered honestly and my eyes 
widened as I remembered Michael had been covered in blood the night 
beforea€ 1 

"No," I whispered, leaning on the doorframe. 

"Ms. Bury, may we come in?" the sheriff asked and mechanically I felt 
myself move to the side to let them in. 

This wasn't happeninga€ 1 

loot 

I told Emmy to go up to her room and play while the six of us talked 
in the kitchen. The silence was tense as we stood around the island, 
Loomis between me and Laurie while the officers stood opposite of us 
and the sheriff at the head of the countertop. 

"Walk me through last night, Ms. Bury," he said. 

"It's Kat," I said pointedly before sighing, "And there is nothing to 
tell, we went on a date about eight o'clock then got back close to 
one in the morning. We had a small disagreement though," 

"Yeah, some people don't agree with the person who wants to kill 
them, " one officer muttered. 

"Okay first off, the disagreement was about our relationship and how 
I wasn't ready to be in one. Second, keep your narrow-minded 
accusations to yourself or get out of my house!" I yelled. 

"This is a small town Bury, " the other officer leaned forward, over 
the counter, "Word gets around fast and this isn't looking good for 
you, " 



I leaned forward until our faces were inches apart. I felt Loomis 
place his hand over mine. 

"Go ahead and spread your lies and persecute me socially. I haven't 
done anything. I was a Haddonfield freak once and I have no problem 
reclaiming that title," I whispered before winking and leaning back. 
From the corner of my eye I saw Loomis looking at me in shock while 
the officer sneered before pulling away. 

"Besides, Ethan was not only bigger than me, but stronger. How the 
hell could I actually attack and stab him as many times as you say?" 

I continued. 

"We are covering all bases, Kat, and you were the last person to see 
him alive, " 

"Nice excuse but I know that you already have the guilty verdict 
pinned on me, " I said, "My past connections have nothing to do with 
my present, " it was silent a few more minutes before the sheriff 
spoke again. 

"Okay, we will continue this later once you calm down, " he said, 
"Johnson, you and Sanchez take Ms. Strode home," 

"I'm not going with them," Laurie spoke angrily. I had nearly 
forgotten she was there, "Not after they accuse Kat of such a 
thing, " 

"Laurie-, " 

"No! Yes, she knew Michael Myers growing up but that doesn't mean 
anything now! In fact wasn't it just last week that she had gotten 
attacked by him and stabbed? ! " the words were like a fresh wound to 
me as she said them. 

"Not to mention," she continued, "I have known her for a while now. I 
babysit her little cousin so she can go to work and school! I think I 
would know if she was a killer or still affiliated with one, " 

"_0h Boo, I thought sadly. She was trying to defend me yet I did 
have connections with Michael; we had a relationship in the past, my 
"cousin" was really our daughter and her niece, last night he had 
_been in the house_ where she slept and I was actually contemplating 
taking things farther than kissing. Guilt twisted in my stomach as I 
fought to keep a poker face. 

"I don't want anything to do with them," she finished, placing a hand 
on my shoulder. I smiled but it didn't reach my eyes. She trusted me 
too and it was up to me to protect her. Yet, I was hopelessly in love 
with the man who had murdered her family, friends, and had hunted 
after her for years. Was it even possible to balance the two out? I 
had to suppress a scoff at the thought. 

"Very well, I will take you home, " the sheriff said and Laurie 
reluctantly left my side. 

"I will call you later," she said before they left with the two 
officers close behind, leaving Loomis and I in the kitchen. 



"Are you okay?" he asked. 


"Yeah, they don't scare me as much as I made them believe," I said, 
hoping to make him leave as well. 

"Not what I meant, " he said before pulling up my sleeve to reveal the 
angry bruises, "You are lucky I caught them before anyone else and 
placed my hand on yours; my coat sleeve covered it, " 

I felt my face heat up, "It's not what you think. I wasn't 
hurt-, " 

"I know," he said, "I believe you completely," 

"You do?" I asked. 

"Yes, after all, the evidence speaks for itself, " he pulled back my 
hair that hid the hickey, "You must take care hiding this Kat . 
Thankfully those officers are also daft and didn't notice 
anything, " 

"Oh god," I groaned and covered my face. 

"So, do you want to tell me what _really_ happened last 
night ? " 

**Review! Okay so I hope you all liked this and a little romance! 
Again I hope you read the two ANs in the beginning! Until next 
time, ** 

**Read and review!** 


18. Chapter 16 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

_**Chapter Sixteen**_ 

**AN: **THIS CHAPTER IS DEDICATED T0_** DRAG0NMASTER7 8 9* *_ WHOSE 
BIRTHDAY WAS October 26, 2013 BUT UNEORTUNATELY I COULD NOT GET THIS 
OUT IN TIME! SO I AM SORRY DRAGON MASTER BUT I HOPE THIS MAKES IT 
BETTER :D 

>SO EVERYONE, BE SURE TO READ THE BONUS CHAPTER AT THE END ! <p> 

I could feel my stomach drop and my heart skip a few beats as Loomis 
continued to hold my hair out of the way and stare at the large dark 
purple-black bruise on my neck. Mentally, I was punching myself; why 
didn't I cover it up?! What possessed me to think that simply 
throwing my hair over my shoulder would solve everything? ! 

"Kat?" Loomis asked, concern edging his voice, "Are you 
okay ? " 

"Yeah, I'm fine," I somehow managed to say. I quickly shook all 
thoughts from my head and pulled away from Loomis, letting my hair 
fall into place, "There's nothing to tell," 

"Katarzyna," he said in astonishment, "There is a lot to tell! You 



have bruises on your wrists and a huge bite mark on your neck! 
Something obviously happened and considering your past with Michael 
and what has entailed from it, I have a very good idea, " 

"What are you implying?" I accused, "We kissed, that's it! The bite 
was an accident; I turned my head and he hadn't realized in 
time, " 

"He's dangerous, Kat ! Do you know what could have happened? You were 
lucky once in the asylum-, " 

"I didn't sleep with him," I said and Loomis immediately stopped 
talking. I guess my bluntness was unexpected. 

"I never said you did," he said calmly, "I was just saying that you 
were lucky once in the asylum and again back at the diner, but if you 
keep playing with fire you will get burned, or in yours and Michael's 
case, incinerated, " 

"I appreciate your concern Loomis, I really do. But, I can handle 
Michael now; before I was going through a very hard, overwhelming 
time and lost myself, but now I'm back on top," I reassured him. I 
heard him let out a frustrated sigh. 

"You can't tame him Kat," he told me. 

"I don't intend to," 

"Your mindset with this isn't wise-," 

"I hate to cut our conversation short, Loomis," I cut him off, "But I 
need to get Emmy to school and I have to return to my classes at 
college. They were nice enough to give me these weeks off and let me 
do any work at home, but now I am needed there, " 

"Katarzyna, this isn't safe," 

"When have I been known to play it safe?" 

"Think about Emelyn, " he said. 

"I am thinking about her, that's why I am going to school and haven't 
killed her father yet," I told him as we walked to the door. I heard 
him scoff and mutter something about how no one can even _attempt_ to 
kill Michael. 

"These are dangerous waters Kat, " he turned to me as he spoke 
gravely . 

"Then I'll try not to drown," before I could close the door, Loomis 
asked one more thing of me. 

"Kat, " his voice was soft, "At least tell me you honestly had no idea 
about Ethan. I know you didn't kill him, but I need to know you 
weren't involved," 

I sighed, "I know you still don't trust me whenever a body turns up, 
but I can honestly say that I didn't know what he was planning for 
Ethan and I never intended it to happen. If I had cancelled the date 
maybe I could have prevented it, but I will live with never 



knowing" 


"It wasn't your fault," he said. 

"In a way," I whispered, "It was," I closed the door and looked at 
the clock. 7:30; I had a half hour to get Emmy and I both to school 
and both of us were far from ready. 

Perfect . 

loot 

The only way I could summarize the feeling in the room the moment I 

walked into my first class was, apprehensive. All eyes shot to me and 

none looked the least bit sympathetic. The people who had at one 
point sent me flowers, called with words of encouragement and often 
kept in touch to make sure I was safe, were now my enemies. 

Small town, cop dead, town freak the last known person with him, said 
town freak has past connections with the local serial killera€ 1 yeah, 

I was enemy #1 in Haddonfield. 

They saw me as an equal to Michael Myers. 

I probably shouldn't have felt as proud as I did at that 
revelation . 

"Morning," I said as I took my seat. The girl who usually sat next to 

me had moved across the room, leaving me with the entire table to 

spread my stuff out on. 

"Sorry, for my absence, " I continued, ignoring the gazes that were 
currently burning into the back of my head. 

"Ms. Bury, can I speak to you for a moment before you get too 
comfortable?" I kept my composure as I grabbed my things and followed 
the professor into the hallway, knowing nothing good could come out 
of those words. The moment the door closed, she turned to me. 

"Ms. Bury, we have been informed about the death of Ethan Sorrento," 
she began. 

"I know, and it really is tragic, I'd been friends with him since 
high school," I told her. 

"Well, we have also been informed on you being the prime suspect 
since you were the last person with him and two of the sheriff's 
deputies have come on his behalf to say that it's best if we keep 
some distance, " 

"What?" I could feel the anger boiling inside of me as she held up 
her hand. 

"What I am saying is, perhaps it is best if you remain doing your 
studies at home until this is straightened out, I really don't want 
someone to take matters into their own hands, " I could see in her 
eyes that she was genuinely worried for me and that made a small bit 
of my rage vanish, but not enough to calm me. 

"Very well, " I deadpanned and all but ran out of the building, as the 



professor called me. I turned to her. 


"I was told not to indulge you with this, but they have also gone to 
your cousin's school as well," I felt my mouth drop open; Emmy had 
nothing to do with this! I ran out of the building, but I wasn't 
going homea€ 1 

loot 

"Johnson! Sanchez!" I shouted the moment I stormed into the police 
department, "I have a bone to pick with you!" 

"Bury, calm down, " the sheriff said, appearing in front of me, 
"There's no need for tempers," 

"Sorry, you know how vindictive I can be, " I shoved passed him and 
towards the two officers who were currently laughing to 
themselves . 

"Let's get something straight," I seethed and they immediately 
silenced. I had the who room's attention, "I don't care if you come 
to my college and spread the word that I am your scape goat in 
Ethan's murder, even though we know full well that your killer is six 
foot eight, wears a mask and has a sick attachment to an very large 
butcher knife, but don't you _ever_ go to my little cousin's school 
and bring her into something she isn't involved in!" 

"We know Myers did the killing, but we also know that _you_ probably 
had him to it, " Sanchez said. 

"Oh, yeah," I gave a dry laugh, "He's my personal hit 
man, " 

"Wouldn't surprise me, you two were pretty close as kids and wouldn't 
be too unexpected if you got a little closer when you were older, " 
Johnson gave an arrogant grin and leaned towards me. 

"You implying something?" I said lowly, getting closer into his 
face . 

"What are you going to do if I am," he taunted, "Kitty Kat?" 

"What did you call me?" I demanded angrily. 

"Kitty Kat," _Kitty Kat_; How I loathed that name. I don't know who 
the first person was to start calling me that, but it spread like 
wildfire. One of the orderlies at the asylum lived in town and pretty 
soon, the entire asylum was calling me it. In fact, when I had broken 
my leg, Michael wrote the name on the cast, knowing how it infuriated 
me. I had never expected the name alone would make me finally 
snap . 

"Don't ever call me that!" I shouted, my hands wrapping around his 
throat as we fall onto the ground. He gasped for air as everyone 
yanked me off him. I felt Sanchez "accidentally" hit me in my bad 
shoulder, making me cry out before I punched him in return. None of 
this was helping my case, but I didn't care. 

"That's it!" the sheriff yelled, "Lock her up!" Instead of breaking 
the noses of two other cops, I should have stopped resisting, but I 



didn't and it led me to a cell on the other end of the precinct, 
where I was virtually hidden away from everyone. I was allowed my 
phone call and I got ahold of Laurie, lying and saying I was in 
school late and she would need to keep Emmy overnight. Thankfully, 
she didn't ask any questions. 

I don't know how much time passed before I heard footsteps and 
Johnson appeared in front of my cell. 

"I always knew this day would come; Katarzyna Bury in a jail 
cell, " 

"Screw you," I spat. It was silent a few moments. 

"Tell me something Ty, " I saw his eyes widened at the use of his 
first name, as if I had offended him, "What were you implying 
earlier? " 

"I was just saying, you never were much a dating person in high 
school, you only ever talked about Myers, " he said, "Not to mention 
you suddenly were nowhere to be found and the only time you were seen 
was at the bus stop, " he trailed off, hoping he was getting under my 
skin . 

"If this whole 'Frame the Freak' is a personal vendetta against me, 
you are really going down, " I laughed, but knew deep down, that he 
wouldn't. I had no power here, he did. The cops didn't like me; hell, 
I went to school with most of them; they _hated_ me. 

"Personal vendetta?" he mocked confusion. 

"You did ask me out once in junior year of high school and I shot you 
down. What? Your ego a little bruised at the fact that I rejected you 
yet willingly chose a psychopathic killer who wears masks?" 

"So there _was_ something," he grinned again. I scoffed and was 
thankful that I had caked makeup over the bruises before I left the 
house . 

"Don't flatter yourself; in case you've forgotten, Michael was in an 
asylum and I was in California. Not exactly a long distance 
thing, " 

"What about before you left?" I swear I was about to smack that 
damned arrogant smirk off his face. 

"Why are you so interested?" I asked, walking up to the barred door, 
"Jealous that Michael Myers got farther with a girl before you did?" 
That made the smirk disappear and a sneer take its place. I knew my 
smile was nothing short of mischievous. 

"Being the town freak has its benefits; I hear everything and no one 
ever knows. I have so much dirt on you, it's not even funny," I 
staged whispered, "I know every lie you told, including when you lost 
your-, " 

He slammed his hands against the bars, making me jump back slightly, 
"Watch yourself. Bury. You aren't hidden anymore, you are in the 
spotlight now. Don't make me do something I will 
regret , " 



"Threatening me now?" I demanded. 


"And if I am?" he asked, "No one will believe you and no one will 
come to your rescue, " with that, he walked away, whistling while I 
retreated to the back of the cell, seething. 
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_(Later that night)_ 

I refused to fall asleep as long as Johnson was walking about the 
precinct . I spent I don't know how many hours listening to the 
muffled conversations and the occasional person coming in asking 
about Ethan. 

_Ethan_. My heart squeezed with guilt. I should have cancelled the 
date when Emmy begged me too. Last night, I had taken it lightly when 
I realized that Michael was jealous of my going on a date, but now, I 
realized the true seriousness of the situation. I wasn't afraid of 
Michael anymore, but I was afraid for the people that surrounded me; 
one wrong move and someone else is added to his body count. 

But, then again, who was to say he wouldn't kill him later, even if 
it didn't involve me? None of this was new, nothing revolved around 
me; I just happened to move back into to town at the wrong time. I 
was just another trigger to add to Michael Myers's psychosis. 

"Okay, Bury, " I looked up from where I was curled up in the corner to 
see Johnson smirking at me, "Seems no one has come to bail you 
out-, " 

"No one knows I'm here," 

"By now they do, " he chuckled darkly, "But, anyway, it seems you will 
be spending the night here and unfortunately I'm not on the graveyard 
shift tonight, " 

"Is that supposed to mean something to me?" I asked, bored. His only 
response was a shrug and another dark laugh before disappearing back 
into the main area. Groaning loudly, I rested my head against the 
cement wall and began to wonder how hard I would have to slam it into 
the wall for me to pass out. 

I had lost track of the time, but it was well past midnight when I 
heard the strange noise. Slowly standing, I walked over and pressed 
myself against the bars, straining to see what was going on. 

"I know she is here," I heard Loomis say angrily from the front of 
the building. I listened to the Sherriff's muffled argument about me 
assaulting one on his men only to have Loomis counter back 
immediately. However, whatever that strange noise was, it was coming 
in the opposite direction. 

I looked towards the back of the building where the back door was and 
saw the handle shaking violently. Gazing up, my breath caught in my 
throat when I saw a familiar white mask. Oh, this was not going to 
end well at alla€l 

"No!" I mouthed towards him, knowing he was looking at me . I don't 



know why I thought he would listen to me, but the last thing we 
needed was for Michael to break me out, and possibly taking some 
victims in the process, which would only add to the guilt the town 
has put on me. 

"Kat ! " I spun my head and saw Loomis storming down the narrow hall, 

two officers behind him, "Why didn't you call and tell me you were 

here? " 

"I needed someone to watch Emmy and I was only allowed one phone 
call, " I said, tensely, subtly turning my head to the side, gesturing 
to the door Michael was trying to get in through. Catching onto my 
actions, Loomis looked over only to have his face contort in 
confusion . 

"What?" he asked. I looked over and saw that there was no one by the 
door; nothing was jiggling the lock and no white mask peaking in. I 
know I didn't imagine it. 

"Nothing," I said quickly. The cell was unlocked and I stepped out, 
fixing my hair to the side in case any makeup had rubbed off. Loomis 

took my bruised wrist and I resisted the urge to wince at the 

soreness that still lingered. 

"The sheriff won't be happy with this," the one officer said. 

"Tell the sheriff he can kiss my-, " 

"Let's go Kat," Loomis cut me of pulling me out of the precinct, 
knowing that if I kept talking we would both get locked 
up . 
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"Boy, you are really getting back into your element, " Loomis said 
sarcast ically once we were in the car, "Taunt Michael and then get 
yourself arrested all within a 24 hour window!" 

"It wasn't my plan!" I argued. 

"You choked Officer Johnson and broke the noses of two other 
officers ! " 

"Johnson has it in for me, " I spat, "Everyone in Haddonfield knows it 
and just take his side for obvious reasons!" 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Back in high school, junior year, Johnson talked a good game; saying 
how he hooked up with all these girls and was the biggest playboy but 
I knew that it was a lie. I never said anything, waiting for the 
right moment. But, he had yet to get to first base with someone. He 
had a crush on me and I shot him down in front of the whole school; 
that wasn't my intention but he happened to ask at the worst time: 
lunch. However, by that point, a rumor had begun that I visited 
Michael, so he was a little mad that I was choosing Myers over "The 
big bad jock"," I explained. 


"High school drama is what is setting him off?" he asked 
skeptically . 



"You didn't grow up in a little town like this, did you?" I asked, 
"There are certain things people remember from high school, and that 
moment Johnson chose to keep for the future, " 

"Haddonfield is full of surprises, " he scoffed. 

"You have no idea, " I muttered, "Sometimes I wish I stayed in 
California, " 

"Hey, can we stop at Laurie's so I can pick up Emmy?" I asked quietly 
after a few moments and watched him nod slightly. The rest of the car 
ride was silent, until I picked up Emmy who was loaded up on sugar 
and practically bouncing around the back of the car. 

"Can we go to the park? Or the movies?! Oh! Oh! Can we get ice 
cream!" she yelled, leaning forward so her head was between Loomis 
and I . 

"No, you've had enough sugar for tonight and you need to go to bed 
for school tomorrow, " I said, pulling my hair into a 
ponytail . 

"But-, " 

"Emelyn, no, " She pouted a moment before she turned to me and 
narrowed her eyes in in confusion. 

"Mommy, did you fall?" she asked. 

"No, why?" 

"Because you have a really big bruise on your neck, " Loomis let out a 
choked laugh as I tried to stifle a gasp and failed, "If you didn't 
fall, how did you get it?" 

"Yes, Kat, " Loomis said teasingly, "How _did_ you get it?" 

"Don't worry about it," I said, a little harsher than I meant to, but 
Emmy didn't seem to notice as she just shrugged and continued with 
her questions. 

"Do you think Michael will be at the house?" she asked with a huge 
smile . 

"If he is, I got a bone to pick with him," I said as we pulled up to 
the house, "Thanks Loomis, " I said as I opened the door and Emmy 
bounded up the front steps. 

"I'm coming in," he said, "I need to make sure you're safe," 

"I am safe Loomis," I told him. 

"What if something like last night happens?" 

"Then I hope I haven't gotten rusty in the seven years I've been 
away," I teased and I saw Loomis's mouth drop open. 

"Kat, please, " 



"I'm joking," I reassured him, "Sort of. Now it has been a long night 
and I do plan to get some much needed sleep considering that all my 
classes will be online now since I am not allowed on campus, " 

"Call me if you need anything, " he said reluctantly before driving 
away, even though I knew he wanted to go inside and help me search 
for Michael, determined to take him down for good. It didn't matter 
how much of a soft spot he had for Emmy and I . Nor did it matter that 
he saw us as something of a gray area when it came to Michael ' s 
violence and silent rule of never leaving a victim alive. In the end, 
Loomis would be in a never ending war with Michael Myers, just like 
how Michael wouldn't rest until he found a way to get rid of 
Laurie . 

Nothing was ever going to change. 

Once I opened the door, Emmy ran through the darkness of the living 
room with ease and into the kitchen, before turning on the light. I 
froze when I noticed that the armchair wasn't in the corner of the 
room like normal, instead in front of the fireplace, facing me. There 
was someone sitting in it and I knew it wasn't Michael. 

"Hello Kitty Kat, " the voice drawled with menace. I heart clench as I 
turned on the living room light and saw who was sitting in the 
chair . 

"How did you get in here?" I hissed. 

**Next chapter. Who is in the living room with Kat? Keep your ideas 
to yourself until next time! Enjoy the bonus 
chapter ! * * 
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** (BONUS CHAPTER) DEDICATED TO DRAG0NMASTER7 8 9 ! HAPPY BELATED 
BIRTHDAY ! 

> (PLEASE READ THE AN AT THE END ! ) <strong> 

_I woke up on a stiff mattress in a dimly lit room, my body 
completely sore. I groaned and rolled onto my side, letting my eyes 
adjust before I realized I was staring at a wall covered in masks. I 
clutched the scratchy blanket close to me as I sat up and looked 
around, finding Michael back at his desk, making something and 
completely ignoring me; just like the other times. _ 

"_Morning, " I rasped, shivering when the damp air hit my body as I 
looked for my clothes. I pulled on my jeans and moaned when I found 
my shirt torn up; I seriously needed to stop bringing my dagger with 
me on visits, he was going to destroy my entire wardrobe. Wrapping my 
arms around my torso, I scurried to the little chest at the foot of 
the bed and opened it, knowing Michael kept clothes in there. I 
pulled out a white T-shirt and slipped it on, practically being 
swallowed by the material as it reached past my thighs and the 
sleeves almost touching the crook of my arms. _ 

_Michael made no acknowledgement of me as he continued to work. I 
walked over to him and leaned against the desk, watching him paint 
over the mask. It was smaller than the others and at the time I had 
thought he was simply realizing he was running out of room for his 
creations . 



"_It ' s so cute," I smiled before clutching my stomach and holding the 
edge of the table. Finally, he looked at me, his dark eyes giving 
nothing away, but the fact he reacted was enough to show me he was 
curious. _ 

"_It ' s nothing," I whispered, trying to keep my stomach contents 
down, "I think I just caught a bug," _ 

_He continued to look at me as I took deep breaths a closed my eyes, 
waiting for the nausea to subside. When it did, I stood up and made 
my way to the bed, sitting down on the hard mattress. I leaned over 
and picked up my backpack that had been discarded by Michael's chair 
and put the ripped remains of my shirt in it. After a few seconds 
passed, I opened his truck and took out a couple outfits, some white 
T-shirts and a pair of jeans (I hadn't even realized I had grabbed 
the pants until after I got home) . _ 

"_I'm stealing some shirts because they are comfy," I said lightly, 
"No doubt they will be replaced," he didn't respond as he continued 
to paint contently. I sighed and slung my bag over my shoulder, 
ignoring the wave of nausea as I walked up to him. _ 

"_I need to go before they catch me, " I whispered, wanting so badly 
to place my hand on his shoulder, but knew it wouldn't be wise. I 
sighed and gave a sad smile, _ 

"_See ya, next time Michael," I said, "It may be a few days cause my 
aunt is in town, but I will be back, " I turned when a large hand 
grabbed my elbow and yanked me back. I spun around and found him 
placing the mask into my hand with a gentleness I had never seen from 
him, he turned the mask over, handling it with uncharacterist ic care; 
I was almost jealous he acted that way with an inanimate object. But 
then again, he always loved his masks. The paint had dried quickly, 
but there were still a few wet spots I felt under my 
fingers ._ 

"_Thank you Michael, " I said, before slipping out of the room and 
sanitarium, with the help of Sally. I remember hanging that little 
mask in Emmy's nursery, right above her crib. Sometimes I wondered if 
Michael knew before it even happened; realized something that even I 
had yet to. _ 

_But I never knew because the next week, I was on a plane to 
California. _ 

(PLEASE READ BELOW!) 

**Review! Okay, Before you ask, no Michael didn't know about Emmy AT 
ALL until he realized it himself, he just made a little mask for Kat 
lolz. So the bonus chapter had nothing to do with the plot but it had 
been a while since we had a flashback and I'm sure you were all 
curious about some of Kat and Michael's moments in the asylum. The 
little mask isn't really brought up again but let me know if you want 
me to include it somewhere. ** 

_**AGAIN: HAPPY BIRTHDAY DRAG0NMASTER7 8 9 ! * *_ 


19. Chapter 17 



* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: HAPPY HALLOWEEN MY DARLING READERS! I know I normally don't 
update so close together but come on, it would be a crime if I didn't 
update my HALLOWEEN Eanfiction on its namesake holiday 
haha** 

_**Chapter Seventeen**_ 

_**RECAP : **_ 

_Once I opened the door, Emmy ran through the darkness of the living 
room with ease and into the kitchen, before turning on the light. I 
froze when I noticed that the armchair wasn't in the corner of the 
room like normal, instead in front of the fireplace, facing me. There 
was someone sitting in it and I knew it wasn't Michael. _ 

"_Hello Kitty Kat, " the voice drawled with menace. I heart clench as 
I turned on the living room light and saw who was sitting in the 
chair. _ 

"_How did you get in here?" I hissed. _ 
loot 

(Present ) 

"How do you even know where I live?" I growled when he only laughed 
at my previous question. 

"I flagged down an officer and asked him. He even called you "Kitty 
Kat" which I thought was adorable," he replied finally. I looked into 
the kitchen, hoping Emmy wouldn't come out. 

"Don't worry about your kid. I didn't reveal anything seeing as how 
you took such precautions to keep your secret, but I can only keep my 
mouth shut for so long, " Derek stood from the chair and walked 
towards me. I steeled myself and tried to keep my face emotionless as 
he got closer. 

"Besides, " he continued quietly, "She will be taken care of, " 

"Stay away from her, " I seethed, shoving him away, only to have him 
grab my wrists and press me against him. He immediately let go and 
gripped my upper arms in a grasp so tight I couldn't keep the gasp 
from escaping my lips; just what I needed: more bruises. 

"Ah, ah, ah Kitty," he smiled, "Let's talk, shall we?" 
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(Emelyn "Emmy") 

She hadn't even realized there was someone else in the house until he 
spoke. Emmy immediately recognized his voice and felt herself stop in 
her process of making a sandwich. _He_ was alive?! She thought she 
had buried the knife in his chest deep enough. Damn the hospital for 
doing such a good job of healing him. 



Slowly, climbing off the chair she was using for height, Emmy poked 
her head around the corner to see Derek gripping Kat close to him as 
she stared at him with controlled rage. Where was her 
dagger? 

Spinning on her heel, Emmy rushed to the drawer where the knives 
were, only to have a hand fall on her shoulder. 

"Not so fast, kid," a lady's voice said. Emmy turned and came face to 
face with the girl from the hospital, the one who blamed Kat for 
Derek's near death. What was her name? Mandla? 

"We are going to let the adults chat a little, " she said sweetly 
though her lip was curled up with disgust. Immediately Emmy's 
composure changed as she continued to stare, and with all her might, 
shoved the woman away. Mandla shot up and lunged at her, Emmy easily 
moving out of the way. 

"East for a little brat, " she said. 

"I'm seven, not one," Emmy retorted, kicking Mandla, successfully 
connecting with her jaw. Kat always did say that she had inherited 
Michael's inhuman strength. 

"_Michael, please be somewhere close!" _She mentally screamed as 
Mandla wiped the blood from her mouth and began to stand. Emmy broke 
for the knife drawer, desperately wanting a blade in her hand. She 
shrieked when she felt a hand grab her ankle and pull back. 

"_DADDY, HELP ! "_ 
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(Katarzyna "Kat") 

I heard Emmy shriek and broke away from Derek, sprinting towards the 
kitchen in a panic. Two arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me 
back. Derek chuckled darkly and held me close. 

"Now, now," he said, "Mandla won't do anything. I was very clear in 
making sure not to put your little one in any danger. After all, we 
all know what happened to me when she was threatened, " 

"Mandla, I swear if you touch my daughter I will slaughter you 
myself!" I screamed. Suddenly, I was flying across the room, landing 
inches from the window. I immediately stood up and felt around my 
waistband for my dagger. 

"Looking for this?" he asked, brandishing the blade, "You left it in 
your nightstand drawer, " 

"You've been snooping around," it wasn't a question as we slowly 
began to circle each other. The one time Michael _should have_ been 
lurking around his house, he is nowhere to be found. The irony of the 
situation was going to kill me. 

"Curiosity, " he shrugged, "Wanted to know the place where you grew 
up. That officer said this was the Boogeyman ' s home. Another 
nickname? " 



"Not mine, " I had barely enough time to jump out of the way as he 
charged at me. Seeing an opening, I lunged for the dagger and the 
next thing I knew, we were rolling on the ground, fighting for 
dominance. It wasn't long before he was straddling me, pinning me to 
the ground as we both struggled for the dagger. 

"Argh!" he half grunted, half shouted when he decided to punch me 
dead in the face. The action stunned me for a moment before coming to 
my senses and wiggling my leg free, successfully kneeing him in the 
groin. At his pained groan, I was able to roll out from under him. I 
shakily stood and tried to wipe the blood that was coming from my 
nose . 

"You play dirty, " he grunted, slowly standing, his grip still tight 
on the dagger. 

"I could say the same to you," I panted before blocking another 
punch . 

loot 

(Emelyn "Emmy") 

Emmy knew the good thing about being seven years old was that adults 
always underestimated her; no one ever saw past her innocent faA§ade. 
They never took into consideration that she was beyond her years in 
maturity because her of her mother. They also never knew the exact 
origins of her father, making her strength and agility silent 
threats . 

That was the case with Mandla when their tussle began; simply 
grabbing Emmy and trying to keep her quiet, barely even trying. But 
Emmy had other plans as she continued to punch and kick every chance 
she got. Sure, she had a long way to go before she was on Michael's 
level, but she liked to believe she was still powerful. 

"Okay you little brat, " Mandla said, standing and wiping blood from 
her split lip, "I'm trying to be nice here and listen to Derek but 
you are making it very hard, " 

"Go to hell, " Emmy muttered, repeating the phrase Kat often used when 
she was mad at someone. She pushed her hair from her face. Maybe she 
should cut it after this was done. Would Kat be mad if she got rid of 
her waist-length hair? 

"Such adult language for a kid, " she mocked, "What happened to that 
nervous little girl who clung to mommy's side?" Emmy couldn't hold 
back the scoff. 

"I'm the daughter of a psychopath; I'm not what anyone thinks. Mommy 
says I turn more and more into my daddy every day, " a disturbing 
smile appeared on the young girl's face, "I like it," 

"You know some pretty big words too, " 

"My mommy is a certified genius, even though she doesn't show it; 
don't act so surprised," Emmy was slowly creeping to the knife 
drawer. She _needed_ something sharp in her hand, she _needed_ to 
shut this lady up for good. 



She really was turning into Michael. 


Mandla seemed to catch onto what Emmy was doing and immediately 
shoved her across the room. Emmy felt the wind get knocked out of her 
as she lay there a minute listen to Mandla make a triumphant noise. 
Suddenly, she could only see red. 

Mandla was distracted, she wasn't paying attention as Emmy stood and 
reached for the wooden cutting board on the counter and slowly walk 
up to her before slamming the board down with all her might, onto 
Mandla 's head. As the older woman fell, Emmy threw the cutting board 
down before stepping outbacka€ 1 

loot 

(Michael ) 

His original plan was to break Kat out of jail and take her home. 
Maybe even kill Officer Johnson along the way. He always hated the 
arrogant man and seeing how he treated Kat, Michael's distaste for 
him only seemed to grow. It would have been so easy to just slice his 
throat and take Kat away, but in the back of his mind he knew it 
would cause even more trouble for his friend. 

But why should he care? 

When his plan backfired at the sight of Loomis's arrival, Michael had 
gone out to hunt, desperately needing a victim to take his rage out 
on. But, this time, he would make sure he was more careful not to get 
so much blood on him, unlike the previous murders. 

Unfortunately, no one was out that night. Despite the nice, nighttime 
weather, everyone had chosen to remain inside, still shaken up by 
Sorrento's death. Just his luck. 

Turning onto his street, Michael wasn't surprised to find lights on 
in his house. In fact, the sight was beginning to feel almost 
welcoming. It was a sign that not only Kat was there but little Emmy. 
Sweet but disturbingly violent Emmy. 

What was happening to him? 

What _did_ surprise him, however, was the sound of shouting coming 
from inside as he came closer. One voice was Kat's, the other a 
man's. Had this girl learned nothing from how her last date 
ended? ! 

He stood on the sidewalk in front of the house, looking into the 
window as a man clutched Kat close to him while she struggled to 
break free. Rage was building in him as he stood perfectly still, 
trying to listen to what was being said, when suddenly, the sound of 
Emmy's terrified shriek could be heard probably by the next block. 
Less than a few seconds later, he watched Kat get thrown towards the 
window like a mere doll, relief filling his chest when she didn't go 
through the glass. Someone was hurting his girls. 

Someone was going to die. 

Gripping his knife tightly, Michael quickly moved around the house. 



hoping to surprise the unwanted guest by coming through the kitchen. 
As he passed the kitchen windows, he saw Emmy fighting a strange 
woman. The _almost_ welcomed feeling of pride swelled in him as he 
saw how beaten up the woman was while Emmy stood emotionless and 
unscathed . 

Within the couple seconds it took for him to make it to the back of 
the house, he stopped when he saw the door open and the small but 
gangly and bruised form of Emmy calmly walk into the backyard. What 
did the twisted little child have playing in her head? The thought 
intrigued the serial killer as he watched her approach a nearby tree 
stump with an old axe buried into it. It took a few hard tugs from 
her, but Emmy managed to get it free before walking back into the 
house . 

Oh, he _had_ to see this. 
loot 

(Emelyn "Emmy") 

She wasn't sure what she was thinking as she yanked the axe free from 
the stump before re-entering the house. All she knew was that the 
woman on the ground before her was bad and she evoked a familiar 
feeling in Emmy; the same feeling she had that night when she stabbed 
Derek. She wanted to kill. 

She continued to see red as she stared down at the unconscious Mandla 
for a few seconds, the rage of what she and her boyfriend had done 
slowly filling her body. With a loud grunt, Emmy swung the axe down 
with a force that no child should possess. 

loot 

(Michael ) 

Michael had seen many things in his lifetime; traumatizing things as 
a child and even more disturbing things during his stay in the 
sanitarium, and even after his escape. Nothing could surprise Michael 
Myers anymore. Nothing could EVER disturb him or shake him to the 
core. It was impossible. 

But there he stood, in the back doorway, unable to look away from the 
sight before him. Emmy swinging the axe with all her might, 
continuously hitting the bloodied body of the woman, becoming more 
and more winded with ever hack. At one point, her hair fell over one 
side of her face, so only the side with her black pupil showed. She 
looked like him. In that moment, she had become him. She was truly 
his daughter. 

And when Haddonfield found out, they would take her away. She would 
fall into the same cycle he did. And Kat would almost be in the same 
place as his mother wasa€ 1 

He wasn't letting that happen. 

Seeming to get control over his body, Michael rushed forward and 
grabbed the handle of the axe, stopping Emmy from doing further 
damage. The girl seemed to have snapped out of her trance as she 
slowly looked up at Michael with wide eyes before looking back at the 



mess she made. Letting out a small squeal she let go of the axe and 
jumped back into him, trying to get away from the body. 


"I couldn't stop," she whispered, "I just wanted her to shut up. She 
was bad, she and Derek, " 

"_Derek?"_ Michael thought. The guy who had tried to hurt Kat in 
California? The one Emmy nearly killed? HE was the man harming 
Kat? ! 

Placing the axe next to the dismembered body to get rid of it later, 
he took the ghostly pale Emmy over to the island and sat her on one 
of the chairs. Her expression was blank as she stared at the scene, 
no longer panicked. 

"I'm glad I did it," she whispered, "I'm happy I killed her," a 
crashing was heard in the living room, breaking the two from their 
trance. Emmy seemed to change back into a scared child but as Michael 
looked at her, he could tell she never was or ever will be that 
innocent little girl again; just like what happened to him eighteen 
years ago. 

"Help mommy, " her voice held genuine fear for Kat while her face 
contained lingering rage, "Derek has her dagger, " another thump was 
heard followed by a shrill cry from Kat. Placing a firm hand on 
Emmy's shoulder as a signal for her to stay put, even though 
something told him she wouldn't, he crept into the living 
room . 

loot 

(Katarzyna "Kat") 

I hadn't realized how soft I had become since moving to Haddonfield 
until I began fighting Derek. That or he had somehow gotten 
stronger . 

As Derek tried to slice the dagger down, I grabbed his wrist with one 
hand and used the other to jab him hard in the side. He groaned, his 
grip on the blade loosening ever so slightly, but not enough for me 
to get ahold of it. I kicked him in the shin and rammed my elbow into 
his stomach, making him double over from the sudden loss of air. I 
brought my knee up, connecting with his face. 

"Son of a-, " he trailed off with a pained cry as I twisted his arm 
that was still in my grasp, hearing a sickening crack. I smiled in 
satisfaction when I heard the dull thud of the dagger falling. 

Shoving him away, I dove for the blade, my fingers barely wrapping 
around the handle when I felt him grip my bad shoulder, making me 
bite back a yell. 

"I still have one good arm," he gritted through his teeth, pressing 
his thumb, hard, into a tender spot where my stitches were and I felt 
tears fill my eyes. Slamming me into the wall, he took my dagger from 
my hand and sliced my stomach, shallow but just as painful. The 
sudden shock of pain made my legs go weak and I fell to the ground, 
only to suddenly feel his foot in my ribs, knocking me to my side. I 
panted heavily, trying to keep the pain from consuming me. 

"Oh, my dear Kat," he cooed, kneeling over me, "If you just stayed 



mine-, " 

"I was never yours," I panted, cutting him off. He let out a furious 
growl . 

"That's right, you were hooked on that Michael dude," he said in mock 
realization and I bit my lip to keep my comment in. 

"I once heard you telling a story to Emmy about how he was always 
there when you needed him. Well where is he now Kat?" Derek 
continued. When I didn't answer, he slashed the dagger down, catching 
my bad shoulder, making me yell. That's when I saw a blood drenched 
Emmy in the doorway and my heart was hammering, unsure if any was 
hers. If not, it was Mandla's. What happened in that kitchen? 

She ran forward and tried to grab Derek. But, he saw her coming and 
spun around, shoving Emmy to the ground, knocking the air out of her. 
Rage filled me as I tried to get to her, but the dagger was suddenly 
pointed at my face, inches from stabbing in between my 
eyes . 

"Well?!" he shouted, "Where is your so-called protector?!" Suddenly, 
he grunted as a wet, squelching noise was heard. The dagger hit the 
ground as Derek's eyes widened. His shirt was slowly bleeding red as 
the tip of a blade could be seen poking out. 

"He's right here," I whispered in relief, "Michael, this is Derek. 
Derek you know Michael, The Boogeyman, " 

"The hell?" he managed to gasp as Michael twisted his knife sharply 
where it was embedded in Derek's stomach. 

"He's also Emmy's father and we've found he is very protective of his 
little girl so you just made your last mistake when you shoved her, " 

I smirked, ignoring the pain radiating through my body, namely my 
shoulder. I watched through my blurred vision as Michael pulled his 
knife free before stabbing it into Derek's chest. Eor the next 
minute, all that could be heard were Derek's pained cries as Michael 
continued to stab him. Looking past them, I caught sight of Emmy who 
was standing there, staring blankly at her hands that were stained 
red. That's when it finally dawned on me: Emmy killed Mandla. 

She finally crossed that line from innocent Emelyn Bury to Emmy 
Myers: Michael Myers daughter. I think I would have been able to 
handle that if I wasn't fighting to stay conscious. We made eye 
contact and Emmy gave me a smirk that was identical to Michael's. I 
found myself smiling back. 

As Derek's dead body fell into a heap on the floor, Michael watched 
as Emmy made her way over to me. I slowly pulled myself up, despite 
the dizziness, and propped myself against the wall. 

"I'm sorry mommy," she whispered. I shook my head. 

"I knew what I was signing up for the minute I found out I was having 
you," I tried to laugh, "Still doesn't make it easier," I don't think 
I should have acted so nonchalant about the fact my child had now 
fully transformed into a killer like her patriarch, but for now, I 
could just blame it on the blood loss and blinding pain. 



I looked over to where Michael stood, only to find him and Derek's 
body gone; a puddle of blood the only evidence that he was there. I 
forced myself onto shaky legs as I limped into the kitchen that was a 
complete bloodbath. 

"What did you do?" I whispered. I watched Emmy shrug. 

"I remembered the old axe in the backyard and got it," I had no words 
as I stared at the messy kitchen. Mandla's body was gone, no doubt 
taken by Michael. 

"Let's go get cleaned up," I muttered leading her to the stairs, "I 
will clean this up once you are in bed, " 

loot 

Once I got Emmy cleaned up and tucked into bed, I watched her sleep. 
Her hair fell over her face as she subconsciously sucked her thumb, 
holding her favorite stuffed animal to her chest. She looked so 
little, so pure, actually looked her age if not younger. I knew from 
day one she was going to take after me when it came to maturity, but 
as much as I loved seeing her take after Michael, I knew I was 
dreading this day. 

Sighing, I left to clean up the kitchen. I heard a tearing noise as I 
made it to the bottom of the steps and was surprised to see Michael 
in the living room, using his knife to cut the carpet and pull it up, 
completely removing the large bloodstain left by Derek's murder. I 
waited until he finished and stood, surveying his work. 

"I think people will notice a big piece of my carpet cut out," I 
joked, though my voice betrayed my exhaustion, "And by people I mean 
Loomis, Laurie, and the idiotic sheriff's department," 

Without looking at me, Michael moved to the other side of the couch 
and pushed it over until it covered the missing section. Then he 
pulled the end table against the wall to fill the new gap in the 
room . 

"Okay, I guess that is a good temporary solution, " I said slowly 
before continuing into the kitchen. I froze when I saw the blood was 
gone. How long was I upstairs? 

"Wow, you're quick," I whispered as I looked around the room. The 
cutting board was back on the counter and the puddles and splatters 
of blood had vanished. Then I realized that I wouldn't have been able 
to clean this room without having the images of a stoic Emmy, hacking 
away at Mandla. Tears edged my vision. 

"Thank you, " I whispered, "Definitely not how I wanted my night to 
go, but it is what it is," I watched Michael's head cock to the side 
as I continued to ramble, "Definitely didn't expect our daughter to 
transform like that, so soon, but it doesn't surprise me. I'm fine. I 
should go clean myself up, " 

I quickly turned on my heel and ran to my room for a new set of 
clothes before making my way to the 
shower . 


loo/ 



(Michael ) 


Normally, Michael never worried about the aftermath of his kills. He 
would leave them wherever he found them and continue on his way. He 
never worried about something as trivial as cleanup. Until now. 

It was second nature now for everyone to blame all murders on The 
Haddonfield Boogeyman unless the elements had changed, for example if 
someone was shot. But this time, he killed someone in the home of his 
best friend who was under investigation for a murder she wasn't even 
involved in. Not only that, Emmy had killed someone as well. He 
couldn't let that be found out. 

He easily carried Derek and what was left of the woman into the 
woods, in the far depths of his childhood animal graveyard. 

Thankfully the soil was loose and it didn't take him long to dig a 
deep hole to bury them in. 

When he got back to the house he heard the shower running and looked 
around the kitchen. The scene reminded him of when he killed Judith's 
boyfriend, Steve. Slamming that baseball bat on him had left 
interesting splatter patterns. But add a few more puddles of blood 
and Emmy's crime scene was created. He couldn't let anyone know it 
was her. 

It took no time at all to wipe away the blood and another few minutes 
to clean the axe to make sure Emmy's fingerprints were gone, not that 
the idiots in this town would look for them. Taking the bloody towels 
and cleaned axe, he hid them in the basement where he liked to stay; 
he would hide them better later. 

He knew Kat was watching him as he cut out the bloody piece of carpet 
with his knife. He would put it with the other stuff in the basement 
until he figured out a better place. At Rat's smart remark about 
people noticing the new hole in the carpet, Michael moved everything 
over. Se could always fix it if she got a new carpet. 

Then he saw her change the moment she looked around the kitchen. 
Strong, brave Kat was gone, replaced with the confused and anxious 
one, beaten up and looking defeated. She rambled on about Emmy before 
all but running up the stairs in into the bathroom, leaving Michael 
to stand in the middle of the room. 

At Kat ' s reaction he couldn't help but wonder if that was what his 
mother felt when he had been taken away. Sure, she probably wasn't 
the one to clean up his messes, but she was sure to see them. She had 
walked in and found Ronnie tied to his chair, throat sliced. She saw 
Steve bludgeoned in the kitchen and went upstairs only to find her 
eldest child stabbed multiple times with a long blood trail leading 
from the far bedroom. The only time he had ever heard his mother sob 
like that was when they had been informed of his father's death. 

She had refused to believe it at first; saying that it couldn't have 
been his car that had flipped in the accident, that he wasn't the 
person who had died in the ambulance. When reality caught up to her, 
she had broke completely, clinging to eight year old him and Boo as 
she cried into his shirt, hoping for some kind of comfort. Her cries 
made Boo start to wail while Judith was upstairs, tearfully shouting 
for everyone to shut up. He never cried, not even at the funeral when 



he looked at the man he once looked up to, not when they lowered him 
into the ground as he watched, holding Boo in his arms because his 
mother was kneeling beside him in a blubbering mess. 

Then two years later she would have to bury her daughter and watch 
her son be locked away. She had become completely unstable over the 
next months to the point he began to wonder if she would join him in 
the sanitarium. But soon, the realization that her family had fallen 
apart and her child was a killer had become too much for her and she 
ended it. He could still remember when Loomis told him the 
news . 

Michael quickly shook his head of the thoughts. He had to make sure 
Kat never followed the path his mother had. Kat was strong but she 
had proven that under enough stress her anger and rage would turn 
into defeat. 

Taking one last look around the room, he silent crept up the stairs 
to check on her, however, at the sound of the shower, he knew he 
shouldn't; even if she was exhausted and upset, Kat had a quick 
temper and something told him that if he barged in, it would be 
probably the only regret he will ever have. Instead, he continued to 
Emmy's room and walked inside, slipping his knife into his waistband. 
He watched her sleep for a few moments before beginning to leave, 
only to be stopped by a small voice. 

"Michael?" she asked quietly, looking up at him, her eyes darker than 
usual, "Is it bad I don't regret it?" 

Michael stared at her before taking a piece of paper from her desk 
and writing something on it before handing it to her. Emmy looked at 
him a moment before reading what was written: 

_**I didn't**_ 

"You never regretted killing her?" she asked, seeming to know never 
to use his other sister's name in front of him. At his slight nod, 
Emmy burrowed under her covers. Within moments she fell asleep. He 
stood and began to leave when he heard Kat retching in the 
bathroom . 

Testing the doorknob, he was glad it was unlocked, before swinging 
the door open and finding Kat standing from the toilet and flushing 
it before moving to lean over the sink. Her eyes were dead as she 
looked at her reflection. 

"Close the door, " she rasped, turning on the faucet and cleaning her 
mouth out. He did as she requested and took in her form, the damage 
looking worse than he had assumed. 

She had forgone her shirt, leaving her in sweatpants and a sports 
bra, showing him her torso that was all shades of purple and black. 
Her shoulder looked terrible as some stitches had ripped and the 
wound looked deeper. In the mirror's reflection, he caught sight of 
the cut on her abdomen; it was shallow, barely a flesh wound, but the 
sight left him seeing red. 

"I don't know why I got so sick thinking about the murder in the 
kitchen," her voice brought him back, "I had seen the massacre you 
caused back then and when you killed Derek's friends. I studied so 



many crime scenes in school for fun and nothing fazed me. Why this 
one? " 


At his silence she let out a scoffing laugh, "Probably because it's 
my kid that did it. Something I wish I'd never see," 

He continued to stare as her breathing became heavier, trying to keep 
her sobs in. 

"You know Johnson told them where we lived, " she continued, "He knows 
they were here and will try to find out what's up," She shook her 
head at her reflection, "If they find out Emmy did it, the truth will 
be out and I know it will start something. They will want to get rid 
of her, " 

Suddenly, she hit her hand on the counter and gritted her teeth, "I 
won't let them take her Michael," she said, her voice pained, "I will 
kill them before they get near her, " 

The thought seemed to be the last straw as she let out a wretched 
sob, covering her mouth to keep quiet. Sure, he had seen Kat cry 
before; he had seen her hysterically bawling before. He had to 
comfort her when that stupid guinea pig finally died and she was 
heartbroken. But this was different somehow. Rat's tears did 
something different to him; he felt something ugly twisting in his 
gut as she clutched the sink for support. He thought he had seen true 
fear back during that night in the diner, but no. This was Rat's real 
fear: losing Emmy. 

And by the white hot rage that filled him when the thought entered 
him, he realized he felt the same way. Not fear, 
buta€ 1 protect iveness ? 

He didn't have much time to dwell on it as he suddenly found Rat 
launching herself at him, wrapping her arms in a vice grip around his 
waist and standing on her toes so she could bury her face into the 
crook of his neck. He immediately tensed and for a second, flashed 
back to when his mother had hugged him when she came to terms with 
his father being gone. 

Why did everyone see him as some comforting being of all things? 
People knew that when he was around to run and hide, to never cross 
his path. Now, here was a girl who had seen him kill and even 
attempted to kill her, but instead of fearing him, she sought some 
sort of solace from him. 

Michael just stood there as Rat sobbed, not holding her or showing 
any welcoming gestures. His mind wandered to what Rat said, how 
Johnson knew Derek and that woman were here. He would need to take 
care of that so no one investigated anything that was none of their 
business . 

After all, he has been dying to stick his knife in that self-absorbed 
man since he first encountered him. 

Rat choked out a sob and whimpered pitifully, making the twisting in 
his gut worse. What possessed him to bring his arm up and loosely 
drape it over her waist, he would never know. But, she didn't seem to 
mind as she only held tighter to him. 



Johnson would have to wait until tomorrow night, right now, Kat 
needed him. 


Seriously, what the hell was happening to him? ! 

**Review! Okay, so Emmy has officially transformed into MINI-MICHAEL 
MYERS! If this chapter sucked I am sorry, I tried my best and I 
promise to make it up to all of you! Next, will Michael get to 
Johnson first before he finds anything out that he 
shouldn ' t ? * * 

**Until next time, read and review!** 

**HAPPY HALLOWEEN!** 


20. Chapter 18 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: I AM SO SORRY EOR THE LATE UPDATE! SCHOOL HAS GOTTEN SO BUSY 
AND THE SEMESTER IS ALMOST OVER SO THINGS ARE REALLY TIGHT RIGHT NOW. 
PLEASE EORGIVE ME!** 

**ALSO HAPPY BELATED BIRTHDAY TO "emilymx" WHOSE BIRTHDAY WAS 
DECEMBER 5****th**** (I am doing really bad at trying to get your 
birthday updates in on time I am so sorry!) . ** 

_**Chapter Eighteen**_ 

The morning after the double murder, I couldn't help but feel a wave 
of embarrassment crash over me when I remembered how, in the middle 
of an emotional breakdown, I had thrown myself at Michael. He had 
disappeared seconds after getting me into my room and depositing me 
on my bed. 

Then, I rolled onto my side and remembered too late that Derek had 
re-opened my shoulder wound, causing pain to shoot up through my 
body. I bit into my lip to keep from crying out and shakily stood to 
inspect the damage. I knew I would need to go back and get new 
stitches, and to explain why the original ones were sliced. I needed 
to make up one hell of a story. 

Not to mention I would need to cake on layers of make-up to cover up 
all the bruises that had formed on my body to explain even more what 
had transpired. The cut on my stomach wasn't nearly as bad as I 
originally thought, sure it would heal on its own in a couple of 
weeks . 

The moment she woke up, Emmy acted as if the night before had never 
happened; laughing and smiling and asking me what we were going to do 
together. I didn't know whether to feel relieved or worried. However, 
at breakfast, the first change took place. 

"Emmy! Come on, you have to get to school!" I yelled as I took a sip 
from my coffee and set it onto the counter. I heard her little feet 
come bounding down the stairs as usual and I turned to get her 
waffles from the toaster. When I turned back around, it was a miracle 
I hadn't dropped the plate. 



"Emmy, what did you do to your hair?" I asked, setting the food down 
in shock. Her once long, blonde locks that were nearly reaching her 
waist had been chopped to her shoulder blades in messy, uneven 
layers . 

"It kept getting in my way," she shrugged. 

"Then why didn't you just tie it up?" 

"I don't know," I groaned at her answer and continued to inspect the 
damage done. Where did she even get scissors sharp enough to cut her 
hair? I always made sure that she had safety scissors and if she 
needed anything sharper, to make sure an adult was with her. 

"_An adulta€ 1 , my mind echoed and immediately my eyes narrowed at 
the little girl. 

"Emelyn Michelle," I began and didn't miss the way her eyes widened 
in fear at the use of her full name, "What did you use to cut your 
hair and who was with you?" 

She shifted her weight and looked down at her feet, muttering 
something . 

"What was that?" 

"Michael's knife," she said a little louder, fear evident in her 
voice . 

"Michael's knife?! Do you know how dangerous that is Emelyn!" I 
yelled and she looked back down at her feet. 

"You said to always have an adult when I used sharp things, " she 
defended weakly, "Michael was there and he is an adult, " 

"I don't believe this," I whispered to myself and placed a hand over 
my eyes. I heard shuffling and Emmy pulling herself onto her chair 
before starting on her breakfast. After a few moments, I stood and 
straightened my clothes. 

"Okay, before school, I am running you to the salon to fix your 
hair, " I explained walking back to my coffee and taking a huge gulp, 
"Then when I get back here, I am going to kill Michael, " 

"You always say that," Emmy pointed out. 

"Yeah well this time may not be an idle threat, " I muttered, picking 
up the phone and hoping that the salon would take Emmy on such short 
notice . 

"Hey mommy?" she asked when I hung up. 


"Yes?" 


"Why haven't you been going to work?" 

"My boss told me to take some time off after my accident, " I said, 
pointing to my shoulder, "He said I can come back next week if I feel 
ready, " 



"What are you going to do about school? You don't go anymore," Emmy 
looked genuinely curious. 

"I decided I'm going to take the year off," I smiled, "Things are a 
little too busy right now for me to focus, " 

"Can I take a year off from school?" she asked, 
hopefully . 

"No, " 

loot 

When I dropped Emmy off at school, it was close to nine which meant I 
had to go to the office and explain the situation. Luck must have 
been on my side again since the woman at the desk was completely 
understanding of the situation, after all, it wasn't uncommon for 
little kids to get ahold of scissors and chop off their hair. 

If only she knewaC 1 

But my luck didn't last. I was halfway home when a car from the 
sheriff's department pulled up and drove alongside me as I walked on 
the sidewalk. When I finally stopped, the window rolled down to 
reveal Johnson. 

"What do you want Ty?" I asked, not in the least bit interested in 
what he had to say. 

"It's Officer Johnson and I am just making sure everyone is safe. 

With these strings of murders, you have to make sure that all 
townsfolk are okay when they are walking home," when I didn't answer 
he just laughed, "Oh, that's right! You have immunity from all that 
because of your _special_ relationship with the killer, " 

"I love how you assume things just because I moved into the Myers' 
house, " I deadpanned. 

"I'm just saying that you are the first occupant to live there this 
long without being murdered, the victims all have some sort of 
connection to you; your neighbor who looked like you, Ethan-, " I 
couldn't help but wince at Ethan's name, "And, not to mention, you 
and Myers were connected at the hip before he snapped, " 

"Pretty convincing case," I said, sarcast ically . 

"That's not all," he interrupted me, "the night you came here, 
something happened, didn't it?" I felt my stomach squeeze at the 
mention of the first night I came to Haddonfield; running from 
Derek's friends, killing them, Michael saving Emmy and I in the once 
decrepit house. 

"What makes you say that?" I fought to keep my voice calm. 

"Well, Ethan and I were pretty close and he mentioned to me that the 
day he met you at the motel, you were pretty banged up and he could 
have sworn he saw what looked like blood on your jeans, " 

"That wasn't blood," I said quickly, "it was part of the design of my 



jeans and Ethan overreacted. Secondly, I got into a bit of a scuffle 
in California before I left, which is none of your business, " 

"And what about those two characters that were around here last 
night?" he asked and I had to keep from choking on my breath, "They 
seemed pretty anxious to find you, " 

"Unfinished business with me; I got the wrong people mad and they 
wanted some payback, " I said, "They got what they wanted and 
left, " 

"Left? Just like that?" he asked, feigning interest. 

"Yes, things work differently in California compared to a tiny, 
hellhole town," I countered, "Now if you don't mind, I need to get 
home and make a doctor's appointment about my stitches in hopes of 
getting them removed, " 

"You should think about getting a car Kitty Kat, " he said, "Streets 
can get pretty dangerous around here, but you already know that, " 

"I can handle myself," 

"Oh, and I know you are lying about all this, " he stage whispered to 
me, "And I will find out what you are so desperately hiding, " with 
that, he drove away, leaving me standing there, speechless. 

loot 

I called a cab when I got home to take me to the hospital. I sat on 
the front porch step and waited, keeping my frustration in check. My 
bloodlust for Michael had switched over to Johnson. He was getting 
too close to all of this and it was only a matter of time before he 
found everything out. If that happenedaC 1 I shivered at the 
thought . 

A car pulling up in front of the house brought me out of my thoughts 
and I looked up to find Loomis walking up the front path. 

Perfect . 

"I'm waiting for my ride," I called, not bothering to stand. 

"Where are you off to?" he asked, taking a seat beside me, 
accidentally brushing my bad shoulder with his coat. I suppressed the 
urge to wince, but the small hiss of pain escaped my lips before I 
could stop it. Immediately, Loomis turned to me, concerned. 

"Your shoulder?" he asked, "Is it okay? It's not getting infected is 
it?" 

"No, no, some of the stitches just tore," I shrugged, "I took things 
to quickly, " 

"Let me see, " 

"Loomis, it's fine-," 

"Katarzyna, " he said sternly, 
gotten infected, " 


"Let me check to make sure it hasn't 



"The doctor can tell me that, " 

"Humor me, " I knew what he was thinking; he believed Michael had been 
the cause of my torn stitches. But, to tell him Michael, for once, 
was innocent, would mean that I would have to come clean about Derek 
and Mandla and that would take us back to square one. 

"_Where the hell is the cab?"_ I thought to myself as I unbuttoned my 
shirt and slipped it off one side, showing the white undershirt 
beneath. I hissed when Loomis lowered the strap off my shoulder to 
get a better view of my shoulder. 

"Kat, " he breathed, "What happened?" 

"I told you-," 

"This was _not_ an accident Katarzyna! That slice is too smooth!" his 
voice was hard. I glared at him, hoping the cab would get here and 
take me away from him. 

"I know what you are thinking," I said coldly, "Michael didn't do 
this, " _he protected me_. I felt tears form in the corner of my eyes 
out of frustration. 

"Kat, " I took a few deep breaths and looked at Loomis through my 
blurring vision. He knew what happened in California, he knew about 
Emmy, he knew everything about Michael and I. If this blew up in our 
faces, Loomis may be able to help. 

"Fine, " I whispered, looking at my hands in my lap, "But I have maybe 
a couple of minutes before my cab gets here to take me to the 
hospital, " 

"So give me the synopsis, " 

"You remember Derek?" I asked, "Well, he got better and he decided to 
pay me visit with his girlfriend, " 

"What happened?" 

"I have so much make-up on my body to hide the bruises, but Derek got 
ahold of the dagger and hurt my shoulder, " I explained, "Apparently 
he was intent on finishing what he started back in California, " 

Loomis opened his mouth to speak, but I cut him off, 

"Derek would have killed me if Michael hadn't shown up and killed 
him," I finished quickly. 

"Michael saved you?" 

"Yes, " 

"Michael Myers?" 

"Yes," I squeezed my eyes shut as I fixed my shirt. 

"Michael Audrey Myers?" 

"Yes! Michael saved me!" I growled. A few beats passed before Loomis 
spoke again. 



"What happened to Derek's girlfriend?" I didn't answer, choosing to 
look back down at my lap. 

"She went after Emmy-, " 

"Was Emelyn hurt?!" he yelled, gripping my good shoulder. I had never 
seen him look so upset. 

"She is fine," I said and watched him immediately calm, "Can't say 
the same for Mandla. That was Derek's girlfriend," 

"_Was_?" 

"Emelyn kind of got a hold of an axea€ 1 , " 

"Emmy killed Mandla?" I could hear the disbelief in Loomis's 
voice . 

"Hacked her to pieces is more like it, " I said, "Proud moment in 
every parent's life. Not mine, but I'm sure her father would be 
beaming with prideaClif he had any emotion or feeling left in his 
body, " 

"I can't believe Emmy did that," Loomis breathed, "I mean, anyone 
could sense the danger underneath that sweet faA§ade, but I never 
realized just how soon that would surface, " 

"Like father like daughter, " I said as I watched the cab pull up to 
the front of the house. I grabbed my purse and looked over my 
shoulder at Loomis. 

"Worst part is that Officer Johnson knows Derek and Mandla were 
here," I said quietly. 

"It's going to be alright Kat, " Loomis said seriously. But I knew he 
was only saying that to keep me from freaking out. 

"I wish I could believe that," I whispered and got into the cab, 
watching Loomis and the house disappear as we drove away. 

loot 

_(No point of view)_ 

Neither Kat nor Loomis had realized that they were being watched from 
the side of the house. Kat had been far too distressed to fully be 
aware of anything and Loomis seemed focused on whatever she had to 
say . 

That slice along her shoulder and collarbone looked angry, the 
stitches having been cut somehow. It was obvious Kat was trying to 
hide the hysterical side of her that was desperately trying to break 
out. She kept look down at her lap and wringing her hands tightly, a 
sign of discomfort. 

Every detail she said was crucial, but the person forgot everything 
in their head the moment Kat made the comment about Emmy, 

"_Like father, like daughter, 



A grin broke out on the person's face, they knew something wasn't 
right about that child, they knew it! This was too 
perfecta€ 1 

loot 

** (BONUS CHAPTER DEDICATED TO "emilymx") HAPPY BELATED 
BIRTHDAY ! ** 

_ (MICHAEL POV)_ 

Michael kept a close eye on both girls throughout the day. Emmy 
seemed to have an eerily fine grasp on things. She acted as if 
nothing ever happened and even held herself with a higher confidence; 
as if killing that woman had given her some sort of boost. Not to 
mention, she looked so different with her long hair practically 
gone . 

He knew that Kat would be furious with him the moment Emmy asked him 
if she could cut her hair. He had simply been in the room when she 
woke up, wanting to make sure she was okay. She ignored him as she 
went about her daily routine: getting dressed, brushing her teeth, 
brushing her hair. Then, she finally turned to him, 

"_Michael, can I borrow your knife?" she asked, making him turn his 
head to the side. _ 

"_My hair kept getting in my way last night and it was really 
annoying," she whined, the same way Kat used to. His jaw clenched at 
the fact that of all traits to inherit from the woman, that damned 
whining had to be one of them. _ 

"_I just need your knife," she said, holding her small hand out. 
Michael knew he was many things, but stupid was not one of them. He 
had enough common sense to not give a seven year old a large butcher 

knife that she would use to cut her hair, very close to her 

throat ._ 

"_Mommy said I can't use anything sharp unless I had an adult with 
me. You're an adult so you count!" she continued. He stood there a 
moment before handing over the knife. After all, he would be able to 
see if she was too close to cutting herself. _ 

He had left Emmy to the rest of her school day to check on Kat. She 

had been beyond shaken the night before and he was no longer 
surprised that he worried for her psychological health. It wouldn't 
be good for Emmy if she had _two_ mentally unstable, homicidal 
parents . 

He kept himself hidden as he came to the house and found Kat out 
front with Loomis checking her shoulder. The wound had looked worse 
than it had when he checked it earlier; it was red and aggravated, 
the stitches sticking in all directions. 

He listened to the two of them talk and could hear Kat trying to hold 
herself together. He had the sudden urge to hold her like he had last 
night when she was crying, letting out all her frustration. He saw 
her control nearly break when she told Loomis how Johnson knew of 
their visitors. He could practically hear the fear she was fighting 



to hide. He was going to kill Johnson. Finally. 


He was suddenly brought back to reality when he noticed some kind of 
movement from the side of the house. Someone had heard every word Kat 
had said. He needed to act fast. 

_(Later that night) _ 

Michael knew it would be stupid to kill the man at the police 
station, so he waited outside Johnson's house. It was well past 
midnight when Johnson finally showed, his trademark smirk on his 
face, full of arrogance. Oh, how Michael loathed the man. 

He decided to wait a few more minutes for Johnson to settle for the 
night before slipping around the house and forcing the kitchen window 
open. He could hear some game playing from the next room and could 
vaguely make out Johnson's silhouette on the couch, barely 
awake . 

Michael wasn't sure how long he stood behind the couch, looking down 
at Johnson before the man finally realized he wasn't alone. 

"What the-, " Johnson turned around only to suddenly find himself 
slammed into the nearby wall, a large hand gripping his throat, 
crushing his windpipe. His vision centers onto abysmal black eyes 
behind an aged, white mask. Johnson lets out a breathy chuckle. 

"Why am I not surprised to see you, " he gasped out, struggling 
against Michael's iron hold. Michael tightened his hold before 
throwing the man across the room. Johnson slammed against the wall, 
feeling the air leave his body as he shakily stood, only to have a 
hand grab the back of his shirt and slam him back into the 
wall . 

"You can't protect them," Johnson rasped, his arrogant smirk never 
leaving his face. Michael could only see red as he continued throwing 
the man around the room to the point he was barely hanging onto 
consciousness . Johnson let out a lazy chuckle. 

"You're too late," he whispered and that snapped whatever control was 
left in Michael. With all the force he could muster, Michael swung 
his knife down continuously into Johnson's body, uncaring of where 
the blade penetrated. He wasn't sure how much time passed before he 
finally let himself pull away from the bloodied corpse. 

Taking a few deep breaths, Michael turned to leave before something 
caught his eye. He walked to the desk on the far side of the room 
where a bunch of papers sat. He gently pushed them aside, looking at 
each one and finding the common factor: Kat. Notes and pictures from 
their high school days, some type of records from California that 
looked medical and similar papers that were dated from the night in 
the diner, when he sliced her shoulder. There were words circled and 
notes written off to the side, than he saw that Johnson had made the 
connection that Kat had dreaded. 

On top of the papers, there was a phone that was still open to the 
messages. Looking at the screen, Michael realized it was sent to 
multiple people; a few names he recognized as those from the 
sheriff's department, including the sheriff himself. The words that 
were written in the little box did the impossible: made Michael's 



blood run cold. 


_**That kid isn't Kat ' s cousin, it's her daughter**_ 

There were a couple of responses before Johnson sent out another 
message, 

_**It was confirmed today. I heard her tell that Dr. 

Loomis**_ 

Johnson had been eavesdropping on Rat's conversation! Michael looked 
over his shoulder at the body before returning to the phone, 
continuing with the message, 

_**Seems her and Myers relationship was more personal than we all 
thought a€ 1 * *_ 

The responses that followed made Michael feel sick; a feeling he 
hadn't felt in years. He spun around and stalked out of the house, 
needing to find Kat. 

He was too late. 

Thanks to Johnson, by morning, Haddonfield would know the truth about 
them . 

How would Kat handle this? 

**Review! Next chapter, there will be romance! Okay, sorry if this 
was a bad chapter, I tried my best but unfortunately college is 
almost halfway done meaning finals! SO things are pretty hectic right 
now. But I promise to do better next time! Until next time, 

-k k 


**Read and review!** 


2 1 . Chapter 1 9 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: I AM SOOOOOOO SORRY EOR THE LONG WAIT! I HAD MY WISDOM TEETH 
REMOVED THEN I WENT RIGHT BACK TO SCHOOL SO TIME HAS NOT BEEN MY 
ERIEND. I hope the wait didn't kill you guys too much! 

>Anda€l MERRY LATE CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY LATE NEW YEAR! I was hoping 
to update on Christmas but again things did not work out in my favor 
lolz. <strong> 

_**Chapter Nineteen**_ 

_(Earlier the day before-Kat ' s POV) 

><em> 

_AN : TO AVOID CONEUSION: This chapter starts from where Kat left off 
last chapter, which when she left for the hospital. This chapter is 
leading up to Kat realizing what Johnson has done_ 


I was still slightly out of it when the cab dropped me back off at 
home. Dr. Asher hadn't been on call at the hospital so I saw the 



other doctor who I was sure shot me up with a little too much pain 
meds . I stumbled into the house and could hear laughter coming from 
the living room. I was surprised to find Loomis and Emmy on the 
couch, watching TV. 

"Hi mommy!" Emmy laughed when she realized I was in the doorway. 
Loomis looked over with a small grin on his face that was a rare 
expression to see on him. 

"How was the hospital?" he asked. 

"The cut looked worse than it actually was, I should have the 
stitches out by next week, " I explained, "What are you both doing 
here? Emmy walks to Laurie's house after school," 

"Well both you and Laurie seemed to have forgotten Emmy had a 
half-day of school. I went to check on Laurie and she said she had a 
dentist appointment to get to so I volunteered to watch over 
Emmy, " 

"I'm glad because I would have been bored in that dentist's office," 
Emmy muttered before letting out a squealing laugh at the television. 
It was then I realized it was a home video of both Michael and I when 
we were little. 

"Emmy had a large box in her closet and insisted we watch some, " I 
could tell from his sudden change in expression and voice that he was 
just as suspicious as to how they got into her closet. I shrugged 
before looking at Emmy for an explanation. 

"I found them in the attic a few days ago but the box was too heavy 
for me to carry so I asked Michael to bring it down for me. I kept it 
in my closet where you couldn't find them," Loomis and I shared a 
look but I only shrugged like Emmy had earlier. That hadn't surprised 
me at all. What did surprise me was that Loomis hadn't gone on a 
manhunt around the house for our resident serial killer, but I 
deduced that it was probably because Emmy was there. 

On the TV, the six year old me squealed as a nine year old Michael 
turned the hose he was holding to soak me. I remembered that day; it 
was one of the hottest summers Haddonfield had ever seen and the 
Myers' air conditioning had broken the week before. Deborah had 
decided it would be a fun idea to set up a kiddie pool for Boo and 
give a bored Michael and I the task of washing the car. Why she 
entrusted a hose with a hair trigger to her disturbed nine year old 
son, I would never know, but the moment she saw the chaos brewing, 
she got the video camera. 

"If you had shown me this video just before I met Michael for the 
first time, I wouldn't have believed it was the same child," I hadn't 
realized Loomis had gotten up and was standing beside me. I gave a 
rueful smile. 

"He was more a trickster back then," I said softly. We stood in 
silence for a few minutes, watching the rest of the video up to the 
end when Michael slipped on the wet grass and landed in the pool 
beside Boo who began to shriek happily and splash him. The image cut 
out as Deborah when to help him and soon the screen was 
black . 



"Emmy, did you do your homework?" I asked. She hesitated a moment 
before letting out a loud huff and walked up to her room, grabbing 
her backpack along the way. I chuckled and turned back to Loomis who 
was putting his jacket on. 

"Well, I must take my leave," he announced, "I need to go to the 
Sherriff's office to look more into the recent murders," I nodded and 
walked him to the door. 

"Kat, " he turned to me just before opening the front door, "I must 
warn you, this town has been trying to be rid of Michael for almost 
eight years now. They have shot, stabbed, blown up, drowned, 
basically done everything to him but nothing has worked, " 

"What's your point?" I asked. 

"They aren't going to wait until next year to get him on Halloween. 
They will go after him the first chance they get and I don't want you 
or Emmy caught in the crossfire. Especially seeing how attached Emmy 
is to Michael-, " 

"Loomis, " I cut him off and took a deep breath, "Thank you for the 
warning but in all honesty, I've been mentally preparing myself for 
when they catch him, " 

Loomis looked stunned, "You have?" 

My next breath was shaky, "When Michael gets angry, he gets reckless 
and messy; always been that way since he was a kid. He gets too 
focused on being five steps ahead of everyone else that he gets ahead 
of _himself_ in the process. Ultimately, that is always his 
downfall, " 

Loomis seemed to process my words for a few moments before looking me 
in the eyes, his expression beyond serious, 

"And how is that mental preparation going, Katarzyna?" he asked. 

"I can be the rock for both Emelyn and myself," I said softly. He 
nodded but I could tell he wasn't believing my words. He said his 
goodbyes and left, leaving me to my thoughts. 

I hadn't realized it until the words had actually left my mouth that 
it was all a lie. I never prepared myself for the day they found 
Michael and took matters into their own hands. It never crossed my 
mind, it never did; Michael always got himself out of his problems. 
Ironically, as a kid, he could talk his way out of any situation. Now 
as an adult, he seemed to be inhumanly invincible. 

"_Even Hell won't accept that boy, my aunt once told me. Seeing the 
wounds for myself made me wonder if, for once, she was right. 

I never thought that he could be taken down. But the harsh reality 
hit me full on. They would catch him and they would try to kill him 
again. I flashbacked to the night that I saw him unzipper the top 
half of his mechanic suit, all the scars I had seen just on the 
fraction of skin revealed. Some looked like stabs and others like 
gunshots. It gave me morbid comfort to know he could endure that kind 
of injury and keep going. But at the same time, one of those injuries 
could be fatal one day. 



I let out a frustrated shriek which I muffled with my hands and 
pushed myself away from the door. I needed a distraction, anything to 
make me forget about Michael. 
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_(Later that night)_ 

My attempts to forget Michael only did the complete opposite 
throughout the day. I helped Emmy finish her schoolwork, but 
everytime she got frustrated, she immediately turned into a mini 
version of her father. Afterwards, we spent the better part of the 
afternoon cleaning the house, which proved to be a good distraction 
until we were finished; then I was back to square one. Even Emmy's 
sugar rush after dinner didn't preoccupy me as much as it should 
have. It was well past midnight before I finally get the hyper little 
girl to bed. 

I curled up on the couch and stared blankly at the TV, the box of 
videos sitting in front of it, taunting me. 

"_No, I scolded mentally, _"You are trying not to think about 

him, But I continued to stare at the box until I gave in and began 
to rifle through the tapes. Some were of Michael when he was little, 
long before we met. Others were of Laurie yet I couldn't find any of 
Judith. Something told me that maybe Michael had destroyed those 
too . 

I was still sorting through videos when, from the corner of my eye, I 

saw a large shape appear in the doorway. I could feel his eyes on my 

back as I kept pulling out tapes, reading the labels and putting them 
back in their place. 

"I was actually surprised when Emmy told me you brought down a box of 
videos," I said absently, "Getting a little soft?" 

I was waiting for a reaction, a change in the atmosphere, or a sudden 

movement that was meant to be a warning. But nothing happened. I 

stopped what I was doing, my hands resting inside the box and tried 
again . 

"You know Haddonfield will stop fearing you if they realize you 
actually have a heart," My face fell in confusion, "I mean, you 
couldn't even kill me if you tried, and you _have_ tried," 

Still nothing. 

My heart rate started to speed up at the thought that perhaps this 
wasn't Michael behind me. Maybe it was another person who looked 
taller in the shadows. I was almost certain I had locked the doors, 
but now I couldn't be so sure. I felt stupid that I once again left 
my dagger in my bedroom. My breathing was heavier as I slowly spun 
around to the shape. 

I let out a sigh of relief when it in fact _was_ Michael in the 
doorway. A feeling I'm sure no one else would get if they encountered 
him. But, then again, I seemed to be a special exception to a lot of 
things. I continued to stare at him with wide eyes, waiting for him 
to make some kind of move to indicate he was alive. Hell, I couldn't 



even see his chest moving as he breathed! 


"Hey, " I began softly but the rest of the words fell on my lips when 
I took in his appearance. He was once again covered in blood, his 
knife stained red; not a hint of silver showing through. I noticed 
his breathing was heavy, yet unless someone was looking as close as I 
was, it still looked like he had yet to take a breath. I couldn't see 
his eyes, but by the way they were burning into me, it was safe to 
assume they weren't blue. 

"What's going on?" I asked, my heart had jumped into my throat as I 
carefully stood, for the first time unable to predict Michael's next 
move. He was still for a few moments longer before slowly turning and 
disappearing around the corner. I quickly followed and found him 
climbing the stairs, his footsteps completely silent. I kept my 
distance as I began to ascend the stairs, staring at his back with 
confused, narrowed eyes. 

When he got to the top and made a sharp turn to the right, my body 
began to feel cold as I realized he was headed towards Emmy's room. I 
sped up my steps and caught up to him. 

"Michael!" I said as loud as I could without waking up Emmy. But he 
ignored me. I crossed my arms over my chest and followed him to the 
room, stopping at the doorway to observe him. He stood over Emmy for 
a moment before taking his non-bloodied hand and running it over her 
shortened hair. A move that was completely and utterly _NOT_ Michael 
Myers; even if it _was_ towards Emelyn. 

"What is with you tonight?" I asked, impatient now. But instead, he 
turned and walked towards me, my back slamming against the doorframe 
as he shoved passed me. Now I was mad. 

"Okay, enough!" I growled and ran after him, gripping the back of his 
mechanic's suit as he passed the middle room, an action I immediately 
regretted when I forgot his strength and found myself being pulled 
with him. 

"No way!" I yanked once more and that seemed to get his attention as 
he stopped, "The last time you were in my room while you and your 
knife were covered in blood, some stained the floor, " 

It was a stupid excuse, but it seemed to get through the man's thick 
skull as he made no other move except to turn and face me. I craned 
my neck to look up at him and briefly wondered if he had always been 
so tall or if I somehow shrunk. 

"Now, we aren't going anywhere until you either find a way to tell me 
what's going on, or get the fresh blood off of you," I mentally 
winced at how much like a mother I sounded at that moment. Barely 26 
and I was already beginning to sound like my aunt. Damn. 

It was still between us for a few minutes when suddenly Michael did 
something even more uncharacterist ic; calmly walking past me and 
disappearing into the bathroom, closing both doors before I heard 
water running. What the hell was wrong with him?! 

"Is it a freaking full moon?" I whispered and walked into the middle 
bedroom and glancing out the window. Nope, a perfectly crescent moon 
was looking back at me. _Now_, I was feeling scared. 



I walked into my room and sat on my bed before grabbing my dagger 
from the nightstand and running my fingers gently over the blade. It 
was a welcoming feeling when my hand wrapped around the handle after 
not using the weapon as much as I used to. Placing the dagger in my 
lap, I ran a hand over my shoulder; I was not looking forward to 
seeing the scar it would leave behind after not being taken care of 
like it should've. I let out a heavy sigh and flopped backwards on my 
bed, moving the dagger to rest on top of my stomach. 

I must have dozed off within that short about of time because I 
started at the sound of my door closing. I immediately sat up; 
gripping my dagger tightly when I realized it was Michael. My grip on 
the handle loosened as I placed it on the nightstand. 

"Okay, talk," I said, only to be met with silence. Realizing my 
words, I let out a noise that was a mix between and growl and 
frustrated shriek before going over to my abandoned schoolbag and 
yanking out a notebook and pen. 

"Hope you still remember how to write, " I said, pushing the materials 
into his hands. He stared at them a moment, before slowly opened to a 
page and wrote something. My mouth fell open at the fact he was 
actually listening to me. Handing me the notebook, I looked at the 
short phrase in his familiar scrawl, 

_I 'M SORRY_ 

My mouth snapped shut as confusion once again washed over me. That 
was not the response I was expecting, especially from Michael. 

"What are you sorry about?" I asked slowly, handing the notebook 
back. I wasn't sure how to respond with how "vocal" he was being so 
suddenly, but this was as good a time as any to get 
answers . 

_JOHNSON_ 

"Johnson?" I whispered my eyebrows knitting together before figuring 
it out, "Officer Johnson?" I asked. Michael gave a barely noticeable 
nod . 

"What about Johnson?" I breathed, fear wrenching my 
stomach . 

_DEAD_ 

"You killed him?" I asked and he nodded in response, "Why would that 
be a bad thing?" I waited for Michael to finish writing. 

_HE KNEW _ 

I stared at the answer for a few minutes, my heart rate beginning to 
speed up, "He knew about Emmy?" I breathed, feeling like I was on the 
verge of hyperventilating. Another nod confirmed my fears. 

"But you killed him," I said quickly, "So he didn't get the chance to 
say anything, " This time, I got no response from him. 

"Michael, tell me you got to him in time, " I could hear my voice was 



shaking as my vision grew blurry from fear. Still no response, 

"Please tell me," 

Michael remained still and I felt my legs give out. I landed on the 
bed and crossed my arms as I tried to think about the situation 
rationally. But I soon found that to be impossible. 

If Johnson found out about Emmy and I and told someone before Michael 
killed him, that meant all of Haddonfield would know by morning. That 
included Laurie; I didn't even want to think about what would go 
through her mind when she realized that this whole time she had been 
babysitting her homicidal brother's daughter, or the fact that I knew 
the whole time and never said anything. 

"I need to call Loomis," I said suddenly and made to stand. But, a 
large hand wrapped around my bicep and pushed my back down. I looked 
up at Michael ' s eyes and knew that the last thing he needed was 
Loomis in the same house. 

"Loomis knows and he may be able to help me, " I gritted through my 
teeth and tried to stand again only to be pushed back down. 

"This is not a good time to get on my bad side, Myers, " I growled and 
finally fought myself into a standing position, only to have my face 
slam into his chest from the close proximity. I growled into the 
fabric of the mechanic suit and tried to push him away. 

"Out of my way," I said, "I need to get to a phone," I was halfway to 
the door when Michael grabbed my arm and pulled me back. 

"Michael, I am not in the mood!" I finally yelled, "I need to get 
ahold of Loomis and figure out what to do. I can't go back to 
California, but chances are I won't be able to stay here any 
longer, " 

I guess the fact I basically told Michael that Emmy and I were going 
to leave Haddonfield didn't sit well with him as he shoved me into 
the nearby wall and I found myself in a familiar position back from 
the last time Michael was in my room. But this time, a kiss was the 
last thing on my mind. 

"Let me go Michael, " my voice had lowered dangerously, "This is 
something you can't fix," just like last time, he slammed me into the 
wall angrily . 

"Well you can't!" I yelled, "This town is already closing in on you 
and you're no good dead for however long!" I felt him tense at my 
words . 

"Yeah, I know about the murder attempts done on you; Loomis and 
Laurie filled me in. I'm not going to watch you get killed then they 
come after Emmy, and you _know_ they will, " his grip tightened over 
my arm, but I continued, "You know in this town they will see her as 
the "Devil's Spawn" and come after her too," 

It was silent between us as we only stared at each other. 

"We can't stay here Michael," I whispered, "I have to keep my 
daughter safe. This isn't some twisted fairytale where the town sees 
she's different and accepts her and everyone lives happily ever 



after," I felt his hand loosen his grip only to tighten again. I 
looked off to the side, at the floor. 

"It was a bad idea to come here and assume everything would be okay," 
I said more to myself, "I should have left the moment they put my 
father in the ground, " 

I looked back at him when I got no reaction and saw him glaring at 
me. I involuntarily shivered when I saw the raw anger in his eyes; 
anger towards me. 

Uh oh . 

I barely had time to register Michael slamming me into the wall 
before throwing me away, onto the floor. I landed on my stomach, 
letting out a loud gasp as the air left my lungs. I took a few 
shaking breaths and coughed, before using my hands and pushing myself 
up. I curled my legs under me as I carefully sat up and looked at 
Michael. His back was to me and I could easily see how heavy he was 
breathing, trying to control himself. 

I coughed again, finally catching my breath and continued to glare at 
Michael's back. After a few moments passed, he turned on his heel and 
went to the door, locking it to make sure I wasn't going anywhere. 

His back was still to me, refusing to turn around again. 

"You know, this probably would have been the best news for you almost 
a year ago when I first moved in, " I snarled, "You tried your 
damnedest to get rid of us, even tried to kill me! Well now, I guess 
I _am_ leaving, " 

Michael quickly spun around and in another blur of movement, I found 
myself on my back, my legs still bent awkwardly under me as Michael 
hovered over me, his hand against my throat, applying just enough 
pressure to ensure it was a threat, but not enough to do me any real 
harm. I never broke our eye contact and took in his black irises; I 
was pushing too many buttons and he was warning me to back off. But 
the stubborn girl inside of me wouldn't shut up so easily. 

"You're finally getting your wish," I rasped. The pressure on my 
throat tightened just slightly and I could tell Michael was using 
every ounce of his willpower not to break my neck. The silence in the 
room was heavier than before as we just stared at each other. Even 
back on that night in the diner, Michael had never been this 
aggressive towards me. The change in behavior should have scared me, 
but I was finding it was only feeding my own temper. 

In the back of my mind, I knew that was always the case when we were 
kids. My anger always fed off of Michael's rage and vice versa. Maybe 
that was why we were so close back then, we were somehow two halves 
of a whole and despite being a pain in each other's necks, we could 
never be too far from the other. 

"I'm not hanging around to see what they have in store for me and 
Emmy. I need to protect my family," I said, finding it a little 
harder to breathe. 

"And I'm not watching you get killed Michael," I finally said. 

Neither of us moved and my eyes looked at his neck where the smallest 
amount of skin showed where his mask didn't reach. That's when I 



noticed a long line on the side of his neck that led underneath the 
mask. It was not a good idea what I was about to do, but I figured if 
Michael was already angry, there was nothing left to lose. Except 
maybe my life if I wasn't careful. 

I brought my hands up and placed one on his shoulder while the other 
gripped the bottom of the mask before pulling it upwards. Michael 
made to pull back but that only made the mask slide up higher, so he 
froze in place. Just like last time, it was rolled up to the tip of 
his nose, allowing him to at least breathe. I could see the long scar 
continue to the middle of his cheek and from the looks of it, it 
seemed like it was once an extremely deep gash. Before I realized 
what I was doing, my finger was tracing it, making Michael freeze 
even more. 

"One day, they'll win," I said, pulling the mask back into place, 

"You can only beat Death so many times, " my vision was blurring 
again. My breath came out in shudders as I felt his grip loosen as he 
continued to stare at me . I felt my temper begin to cool, but my 
heart continued to race frantically. We stared at each other as I 
pushed myself up onto my elbows, Michael not moving to give me space, 
leaving our faces centimeters apart. I could feel the small puffs of 
breaths that came through the holes of his mask. His eyes were still 
black as night, but the anger in them wasn't as profound. I swallowed 
thickly before speaking. 

"Well, " I said, licking my lips, "With me making plans to leave, I 
don't have to walk on eggshells anymore," I paused a moment, weighing 
the choice in my mind before shaking my head, "Which means there's no 
harm anymore in me doing this, " 

Before he could react, I used one hand to grab his mask and pull it 
up just enough to reveal his mouth as I closed the distance between 
us. It was blatantly obvious that I had crossed the line, but I knew 
he wouldn't kill me; he would never admit it, but he did become soft 
for Emmy and wouldn't dare leave her alone. But, that didn't mean I 
wasn't going to pay for this little stunt. 

Even though it happened before and I would like to believe I could 
predict his every move, I was still pleasantly surprised when after a 
few moments of hesitations, I felt a slight pressure against my lips. 
I tried to suppress the smirk that wanted to appear on my face. 

I knew I couldn't just pack up and leave; there was more preparation 
behind this trip: finding a new place to go, convincing Emmy to come, 
explaining to Loomis and possibly Laurie. As reluctant as I was to 
admit it, I would be hanging around this town for a little while 
longer. Which meant I may have to witness the possible downfall of 
Michael Myers. 

But at the moment, the only thought that was that I was going to 
leave Haddonfield the same way I left seventeen years 
agoa€ 1 

a€l After spending one more night with Michael. 

**Review! Okay I'm sorry if this came out terrible and again I am 
soooooo sorry it took so long coming but I really struggled this 
first semester of college so once I got home and away from it all, I 
barely did anything but sleep and catch up with friends and family. 



I'm not sure when the next chapter will be but hopefully it won't be 
as long a wait ; ) Until next time,** 

**Read and Review!** 


22 . Chapter 2 0 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Yeah no excuse for my lateness. I have been busy with crazy 
classes and suffering from an extreme case of laziness lolz. 

-k k 


**Random note: On March 8 I went to the Monster Mania Con! I love it 
there and Robert England was there as well. It is a lot of fun and 
not expensive at all, plus it's semi-annual so it's three times a 
year just in different places. So for all you horror fans out there I 
highly recommend you go!** 

_**Chapter Twenty**_ 

_RECAP 

_Even though it happened before and I would like to believe I could 
predict his every move, I was still pleasantly surprised when after a 
few moments of hesitations, I felt a slight pressure against my lips. 
I tried to suppress the smirk that wanted to appear on my face. _ 

_I knew I couldn't just pack up and leave; there was more preparation 
behind this trip: finding a new place to go, convincing Emmy to come, 
explaining to Loomis and possibly Laurie. As reluctant as I was to 
admit it, I would be hanging around this town for a little while 
longer. Which meant I may have to witness the possible downfall of 
Michael Myers. _ 

_But at the moment, the only thought that was that I was going to 
leave Haddonfield the same way I left seventeen years 
agoaC 1 _ 

a€l_After spending one more night with Michael. _ 

_/oo/_ 

The sun had barely risen when I opened my eyes and found myself 
tangled in blankets on the floor of my bedroom. My entire body was 
sore as I lay there for a few minutes, staring at the ceiling, trying 
to remember all the events that had taken place the night before. 
Sitting up, I winced as the muscles in my back popped and protested. 

I looked around the room and found it completely empty, no sign of 
any other life. Michael must have left not long after I fell 
asleep . 

"Why am I not surprised?" I breathed to myself as I shakily stood 
before reaching down and grabbing a blanket to wrap around myself. I 
shuffled over to the closet pulling the door open when suddenly the 
creaking of my bedroom door was heard. 


"Mommy?" I heard Emmy's small voice. 



"Emmy, what are you doing up so early?" I asked, trying to keep my 
voice level while clutching the blanket tighter to me, feeling my 
entire body burning up. 

"I had a bad dream," she whimpered before finally registering my 
state of undress, "Where are your clothes?" This was not 
happening . 

"Urn, I was just about to get a shower, " I said smoothly, grabbing my 
robe from the inside of my closet door and began to slip it on while 
trying to keep the sheet in place. 

"But, why are you wearing a blanket?" The tiredness in her voice was 
quickly being replaced with its usual curiosity as I hastily tied the 
robe before letting the blanket fall. 

"It's cold," I lied and was grateful that Emmy was still naA“ve 
enough to believe it. The little girl nodded and walked over to my 
bed, climbing on top of it, the weariness returning in her 
eyes . 

"Baby, why don't you lie down here and when I'm done my shower I will 
come and cuddle with you," I suggested softly. I picked up to blanket 
I had originally covered myself with and draped it over her. She 
curled up into my pillow and was just about to fall asleep when 
something caught her eye. 

"Mommy, you left your clothes on the ground. You always tell me to 
put them in the hamper, " My gaze snapped over to the heap of clothing 
by the rest of the blankets and I went to pick them up when I heard 
Emmy again, 

"Why is your shirt all ripped?" I choked on my words as I tried to 
think of something to say. This was not an appropriate thing to talk 
about wit year old, no matter how mature she may seem. 

"Don't worry about it," I answered finally, "I'll be back in a few 
minutes, " she gave a brief nod before burrowing further into the 
blanket. I smiled softly before quietly leaving the room, throwing 
the ruined clothes in the hamper on my way out. 

loot 

The warm water of the shower felt amazing as I stood under it, trying 
to come to terms with everything that was going to happen. 

How was I going to be able to go out today? Was I prepared to face 
whatever awaited me outside the Myers home? Part of me immediately 
answered "YES!" ready for the fight it had been anticipating ever 
since I returned to this dead end town. But the other part was 
telling me it was too reckless; it was me against an entire town. If 
Loomis agreed to help me, and chances are he would, that still may 
not be enough. And most importantly, how could I face Laurie 
again? 

The girl had been through hell and back and was finally beginning to 
settle and put together the broken pieces of her life. She thought 
the nightmare of her brother was over and she was finally finding 
some solid ground again. She found a friend and a decent job as a 



babysitter to a little girl she loved dearly. 

I wanted to be sick. 

By now, she would have found out that sweet little girl was her niece 
and, while she knew I had once been best friends with Michael, she 
was also informed by now I was his ex-lover as well. 

I laughed lightly to myself as my thoughts continued to run wild. The 
word "lover" did not match well when Michael was in the picture, it 
was far too romantic. But I sure as hell couldn't call him my 
"friend" anymore and the term "friends with benefits" was way too 
high school. 

"Am I actually trying to give this a name?" I asked myself. I really 
needed to get out of this house. Screw whatever awaited me. 

A fight is exactly what I needed; a way to release all possible 
anger, stress and frustration. And if things get a little bloody, 
that will only be icing on the cake. 

So lost in my thoughts, I hadn't heard the bathroom door open and 
close. Nor did I hear the quiet footsteps approaching until the 
shower curtain was yanked away, causing me to yelp and nearly slip. 
Quickly turning, I was met with an infuriatingly familiar white 
mask . 

"What the hell is wrong with you? ! " I shrieked, pulling the shower 
curtain from his grip and pulled it back into place, making a flimsy 
wall between us. I seemed to have been asking that question a lot 
recently . 

"You know I'm pretty sure your mother taught you about privacy and 
when someone is in the shower you don't _rip away the damn curtain_! " 
I growled, holding my hands against both ends of the drape as if my 
strength would be enough to keep him from doing it again. It was then 
I realized I was leaving myself in a very vulnerable position, with 
my arms out to the side and my torso completely open. And I could see 
the silhouette of his knife through the curtain. 

A finger tapped against the drape, knocking me back into 
reality . 

"No, I will open the curtain, Michael, " I huffed. I noticed him raise 
the knife, "And don't even think about ripping or cutting it open 
either ! " 

"What do you want?" I asked. A few moments passed before I watched 
Michael's shadow turn and walk towards the sink. I heard the sound of 
something rubbing against the mirror and when everything was quiet 
again, I poked my head out to see what he had done. 

On the mirror above the sink, were a few messily scribbled words in 
Michael's usual childish handwriting. 

_HADDONFIELD WANTS BLOOD 
>NEED DAGGER ALWAYS <em> 

I stared at the words, the only sound in the room was the continuous 
running of water from the shower. The dim light of the bathroom 



giving everything an eerie glow. I grip on the curtain loosened and 
Michael suddenly seemed to have the decency to look away from me and 
found the sink much more interesting. In any other circumstance, the 
whole scene would have made me laugh. 

"So basically, you are telling me that I should be prepared to join 
in on possible killings?" I asked and saw Michael nod. A few beats 
passed before I realized what he had just implied by the simple 
action . 

"Have you killed anyone so far?" I asked quietly. A nod again, "How 
many?" He turned back to the mirror. 

_ 6 _ 


"_Six_?" my words came out choked and I immediately turned off the 
water and reached for my towel, closing the curtain again. Once I was 
dry enough, I reached out blindly for my robe and came in contact 
with a warm, calloused hand. I peeked out and saw Michael holding out 
my robe . 

"Thanks, " I whispered, quickly pulling it on and tying it shut before 
stepping out of the shower. I wiped away the writing on the mirror 
and we both walked out of the bathroom, only to nearly run over a 
half-awake Emmy. 

"You took too long," she pouted up at me, "I fell asleep," 

"I'm sorry," I said sincerely, "I'm on my way in now," Her face was 
comical when she tried to look mad while exhausted. 

"I had that bad dream again," she whimpered. It was then she 
registered Michael was standing there and immediately lunged at him, 
surprising both of us. I heard the clang of Michael's knife hitting 
the floor as he threw it away from himself just in time as Emmy 
wrapped herself around him. 

"You're okay!" she cried and we both realized at the same time she 
was beginning to sob. Maternal instinct seemed to kick in with me as 
Michael only seemed to stand there like a statue. 

"Pick her up!" I said, when I tried to pull Emmy into my arms but she 
refused to release Michael. He seemed to get his bearings back as he 
quickly lifted her up, causing her to wrap her arms around his neck 
and tried to get her legs around his torso. If I wasn't so worried I 
would have been laughing again at how uncomfortable Michael was. I 
knew having Emmy in his arms wasn't the problem; I had seen him 
carrying her around before. But, the poor guy never had to handle a 
crying child; the last child he ever considered himself responsible 
for was when Boo was a baby. 

Emmy buried her nose into the crook of his neck and sniffled as I 
began to rub her back soothingly. Einally, she seemed calm again and 
it worried me how quickly her mood could change. 

"You aren't dead," she croaked, "They didn't kill you," both of us 
tensed again. 


"Emmy, what are you talking about?" I asked. 



"One time when Dr. Loomis came to visit Laurie, they were talking. I 
was supposed to be in the dining room doing homework but I got 
curious, " she began, "They were talking about Michael and how he had 
been killed before but always came back, " 

"Apparently," I said softly. 

"But I heard you last night!" She said and my eyes widened, "I heard 
you in my room and in the hall arguing. I listened at your door. I'm 
sorry but I was curious! I heard you tell Michael he couldn't escape 
death forever and that one day he wouldn't come back!" 

"Emmy-, " I tried. 

"I got scared and went to bed but kept dreaming that Michael was 
going to die!" she continued to cling to him, "I don't want Michael 
to die, " she whispered. 

This was exactly what I had been afraid of. And now even Emmy was 
getting hurt. Anger coursed through my veins as I bit it down and 
pulled Emmy into my arms. 

"We'll figure something out," I said softly, "But we can't worry 
about that now. I don't want you getting too worked up about 
this, " 

"Eine, " she said quietly and I set her down. She walked over to where 
Michael had thrown his knife. She picked it up gently and it was a 
chilling sight to see. She looked too much like him. 

"Michael," she said quietly, her mood changing once again. She walked 
up and hugged his leg while still clutching the knife. Michael rested 

a hand on the top of her head, "If you _do_ die, can I have 

this ? " 

"No, " I immediately said and nearly strangled Michael when he nodded 
his consent at Emmy. She gave a watery smile and handed the knife 
back to him before disappearing into her room. 

"I want to be alone for a little bit," she said, closing the door. 

Neither of us moved for the next few minutes. 

"She is not getting that damn knife!" I said, "Bad things come out of 
giving disturbed little children knives, especially when said child 
is a Myers ! " 

I turned to walk away when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to 
him and saw Michael had cocked his head to the side. It took a little 
bit to realize he was asking me what I was planning to 
do . 

"Haddonfield wants something to be mad at. I'll give them something 
to be mad at, " I walked into my room and began to pick out my best 
clothes . 

He turned his head to the side again. 

"I think it's time Emmy and I changed our last names," I said 
simply . 



/oo/ 


I made sure my dagger was nestled securely into the waistband of my 
pants as I prepared to leave for the courthouse. With Michael 
wandering the house and refusing to leave us alone, I took the chance 
at letting Emmy stay home with him. How much trouble could they 
possibly get into together? 

"_Don't think about it, Kat, I mentally reminded myself. A sudden 
ponding on the door startled me out of my thoughts. I placed a hand 
over my dagger and walked over, making sure not to show any emotion 
on my face as I answered it. Loomis stood on the front porch, looking 
tired and angered at the same time. 

"Officer Ty Johnson was killed last night. Some of his friends found 
his mutilated corpse this morning when he never arrived to work. They 
also found all his evidence and theories connecting Emmy's parentage, 
though I think you already knew that, " he said to me before looking 
me over, 

"If you are going out, hide the bruises and the new bite mark on your 
neck, " he stated and my hand flew up to my neck where I was sure I 
had put enough make-up, "That reaction just confirmed my suspicions, " 
he confessed and I immediately narrowed my eyes, annoyed he had 
tricked me so easily. 

"Look Loomis-, " 

"I don't want to know any details," he said immediately, "I am more 
concerned with the bloodbath Michael Myers is leaving this town in! 

So far six bodies have been found and there's no doubt that won't be 
the end of it, " 

"He's obviously infuriated," I supplied in my best monotone 
voice . 

"This isn't a game Katarzyna, " he said gravely, "Things have never 
been this dangerous as they are now and you and Emmy are caught right 
in the middle of the cross-fire, " 

"Believe me, if I had another place to go, I would take Emmy there in 
a heartbeat, but I don't. I have no living relatives left on my 
father's side and my mother's side never had anything to do with us 
since she left me when I was two," I said heatedly. 

"Honestly," I continued, "I think Haddonfield is the safest place she 
could be at the moment, as long as she stays in the house. The one 
good thing about Michael is that he made sure everyone was too scared 
to even step foot on the lawn, " 

"And what about you?" he asked. 

"I can hold my own," I said, "In case you've forgotten; I've killed 
before, however, I tried to move passed that since I became a mother 
and decided to start over with my life. But, something about this 
town just makes the little murderess in me want to break 
free, " 

"Katarzyna-, " 



"Now, I need to get to the courthouse and try to change mine and 
Emmy's name. You're welcome to stay here but I think Michael is 
lurking about so it's your call," I said, already walking out the 
door . 

"What do you mean change your name?" 

"I think Katarzyna Myra Myers and Emelyn Michelle Myers have a nice 
ring to them, don't you think?" 

"And what if someone tries to attack you? ! " I lifted my blazer and 
brandished the dagger at him. 

"Then the body count will rise, " 

loot 

Thankfully, everyone avoided me, instead choosing to give hateful 
glares and sneers, which I found I could easily ignore. After a 
nearly hair pulling experience at the courthouse, I was able to hail 
a cab and made the split second decision to go to Laurie's 
home . 

When she answered the door, she looked as if she hadn't slept in 
weeks when she had looked fine not 24 hours earlier. I immediately 
noticed her red-rimmed eyes and the splotches all over her face 
showing that she had been crying. 

"Hey, " I said softly, feeling my stomach twist in knots at her 
appearance . 

"Hi," she whispered before taking a deep breath. 

"Listen-, " 

"Is it true?" she asked, cutting me off, "They said Michael Myers is 
back. That he survived," 

"Yeah, it's true," I answered. She opened the door a little more and 
leaned against it . 

"So, is it also true about what they found in Ty Johnson's home? All 
that stuff about you and Emelyn?" I had never felt so sick as I did 
in that moment. The look on Laurie's face didn't make me feel bad, it 
made me angry; angry that after all she went through, this town still 
tells her rumors before sitting back and watching her torture 
herself, not bothering to help. 

"Yes," I said, my voice coming out stronger than I was expecting, "I 
should have probably told you sooner, but when I saw how worry free 
you were and how you put your life back together again, I couldn't. 

He wasn't hurting you in any way this time so I thought it was 
best, " 

"I'm glad you didn't," she said, surprising me, "I wouldn't have been 
able to see her without thinking of _him _if I had known. Emmy is a 
sweet little girl and nothing like him, " 

"_If only you knew, I wanted to say, but quickly bit my 
tongue . 



"So, you don't hate her?" I asked instead. 

"None of this is her fault. She's as innocent as I am; we're just 
related to Michael, " she said softly, it almost sounded as though she 
was forcing herself to say it, but her eyes showed sincerity. 

"Will you be okay?" I asked. 

"I could ask you the same thing," she answered, "Dr. Loomis filled me 
in last night about everything he knew about you and Michael. He said 
it was your place to tell, but I begged him to just tell me and we 
would sort it out later. He said you were almost like his 
accomplice, " 

I groaned at the word, but couldn't deny it, "I only killed when I 
was protecting myself or Emmy. As long as I have a hold on my temper, 
I'm fine," I explained. 

"They are talking about coming after Emmy and using her as bait to 
get Michael. They were going to use me they said but since he hasn't 
shown any interest they left me alone, " she said. My blood began to 
boil even more at the thought of them putting Laurie through more 
trauma just to get Michael. Adding Emmy to the mix was like adding 
fuel to the fire. 

"Did they say when they were going to try and get her?" 

"They wouldn't tell me; they said it didn't concern me anymore," she 
explained, "I don't want anything to happen to Emmy, she's just a 
little girl, " 

"Thank you," I said, "I can figure it out from here. Take care of 
yourself, for Emmy at least. She's really attached to you," That 
awarded me a small smile. 

"Same to you," she whispered before closing the door. I took a deep 
breath and spun on my heel, practically running down the street. 

I no longer cared that it was me and Michael against an entire town. 
They were going to try and take my daughter for bait and I knew they 
were going to treat her just as they saw her: as Michael Myer's 
daughter. They had just declared war. 

loot 

When I entered the house, I immediately ran into the basement where I 
found Michael by what appeared to be Judith's headstone. 

"_When had he gotten that?"_ I thought as I watched him sharpen his 
knife. I saw Emmy curled up asleep on a mattress a few feet away, 
some of her favorite toys surrounding her. I pulled my dagger from my 
waistband and walked further into the room, Michael finally 
acknowledging my presence, looked up at me and tilted his head to the 
side . 

"I'm done with this town," I growled, "I'm helping you end 
them, " 


**Review! Kat has finally had enough and has joined Michael's side 



meaning she is ready to kill again. Next chapter will be the 
consequences of Haddonf ield ' s actions and just how murderous Kat 
truly is. Until next time, read and review!** 


23. Chapter 21 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: **This chapter is dedicated to a very good friend of mine on 
here, _* *morbidkingO 6* *_, whose birthday is Wednesday, May 7th! I am 
very happy to get this chapter out one time haha. Hope you 
enjoy ! 

_**Chapter Twenty-One* *_ 

_(Three weeks later)_ 

If there was one thing I never understood about Michael, aside from 
his unpredictable mood swings, was his inhuman level of patience. 

Even as kids, Michael was never one to get impatient or be unable to 
sit still for long periods of time. He would always remain 
motionless, just staring, waiting for something. When he was 
committed to the sanitarium, the behavior only grew more annoying to 
the point I would sometimes purposely provoke him just to get some 
kind of reaction. I don't know why I thought it would be any 
different now as adults while we waited, in the shadows, for Officer 
Sanchez to get home. 

There were no real pattern or organization to our killings; 
apparently that was how Michael always worked: Eind a random person 
at any time and kill them. But a few days earlier, after leaving Emmy 
with Laurie, Loomis had accompanied me to the store, wanting to keep 
an eye on me because in his words: _"With the recent killing spree 
Michael is on, someone may take the law into their own hands and come 
after you."_ 

Of course, as my luck would have it, Sanchez was there and spotted 
us. He proceeded to call me out and threaten to avenge Johnson, even 
going as far as to not only insult Emmy, but threaten her too. His 
threats on her were almost surprising to me; even though Haddonfield 
knew of Emmy now, they were hesitant about making threats or trying 
to harm her. She was still a seven-almost eight year old girl after 
all. Sanchez was lucky Loomis was there to hold me back and remind me 
that hurting him would only make matters worse. 

When we made it home and Loomis left, I ran through the house looking 
for Michael and when I found him, I vented about the entire ordeal 
before storming out to pick up Emmy and repeat my rant to 
Laurie . 

_Laurie_. Guilt twisted in my gut at the thought of her. Even though 
she held no grudge towards me about my past relationship with Michael 
and the fact that the child she helped take care of was actually her 
niece, I always made sure never to tell her Michael was still in the 
house. She had no idea that we were still in a toxic companionship. I 
felt as though I was betraying her by teaming up with Michael. As 
much as I want Haddonfield to suffer, would it really be worth 
Laurie's heartbreak if she were to find out the truth? 



I was brought back to present time when I felt a large hand grip my 
upper arm, shaking me awake, roughly. I jerked in response and looked 
up at Michael's mask, those black eyes glistening in the moonlight. I 
resisted the urge to growl at him, instead picking up my dagger, from 
where it was resting by my foot, and stood beside him. 

"Is Sanchez finally home?" I asked absently. I was unsure at first, 
knowing that this murder would set off a whole slew of chaos and I 
would be in the middle; after all, he had threatened me and my 
child's lives earlier that week. 

A hard smack to my back brought me out of my thoughts as Michael 
continued to try and get my attention. I tried to hit him back, but 
it was useless. 

"Stop! That actually hurts and I don't need any more bruises!" I 
hissed, finally shielding myself from another smack. He immediately 
dropped his hand and began to cross the street, not the least bit 
worried about getting caughta€ 1 or hit by a cara€l again. 

I shook my head and ran to catch up, looking around to make sure no 
one would notice us as paranoia began to creep into the back of my 
skull. Michael might not have given a damn if he was caught or not, 
but I sure did. My potential arrest would mean that they would try 
even harder to pin Ethan's murder on me in addition to Ty Johnson's 
and now James Sanchez. 

I obviously did not think this whole thing through. 

And as much as I didn't want to care, my conscience was a real 
bitch . 

I followed Michael around to the back of the house when I realized 
where he was leading me. Connected to the back of the house were two 
old storm cellar doors, the lock looking like it was recently broken. 
Who broke it was no mystery. 

"I'm starting to question why I come anymore," I whispered to him as 
he pulled the wooden doors open and waited for me to climb down, into 
the basement, "You always do the killings and everything because we 
can't risk them finding my fingerprints. I'm more or less just a tag 
along, " 

As usual, he ignored me, passing me and stealthily moving through the 
darkened room with ease, making his way to the other staircase that 
would lead into the house. With my night vision not as sharp, I was 
more hesitant as I moved passed the clutter and junk that was stacked 
down here. When I finally found the stairs, Michael had already made 
his way through the door and into the kitchen. 

"I'm pretty sure there is a window that he left unlocked," I grumbled 
when I finally caught up, "t would have been easier than making our 
way through that basement, " 

He only stared at me for a few moments before walking towards the 
living room. Aside from the larger basement, Sanchez's house was the 
same layout as mine, making it easier to know where I was going. I 
watched as Michael maneuvered through the rooms, into the hallway, 
and up the stairs. I began to follow when a piece of paper on the 



table caught my eye. 


I was careful not to touch anything as I went to get a closer look 
and saw they were divorce papers. I didn't even know Sanchez had been 
married. Underneath, I caught a glimpse of what looked like custody 
forms . 

"Damn, " I breathed, "Poor guy must have hit rock bottom, " I heard 
another noise and spun around, only to see Michael entering the room, 
covered in blood. 

"Really?" I asked in disbelief, "That fast?" he only stared at me a 
moment before making his way back towards the basement. I casted a 
glance at the ceiling, thinking of Sanchez's bloodied body in his 
bed, just waiting to be found in the morning when he didn't come into 
work. I shook my head and hurried towards the basement, trying to 
catch up to Michael. 

loot 

"You know, this is the fifth cop you've killed, three of which I 
helped with, " I said as I finally caught up to him outside the Myers 
Home, "You do realize they are going to kill you now, " 

Michael turned and looked at me as if to say that not only did he not 
care but also that I didn't have to help and could have backed out 
any time. The same things he would say verbally to me when we were 
kids and he would feel particularly reckless certain days. 

"Ugh, forget it, " I grumbled and brushed passed him to unlock the 
door. I continued muttering under my breath as I dropped my keys on 
the table by the door and walked into the living room, letting out a 
mix between a gasp and a scream when I turned on the light and saw 
Emmy in the chair staring at me. 

"Emelyn Michelle, how many times have I told you _not_ to do that?" I 
scolded before stopping cold when I took in her appearance. Her hair 
was soaked with sweat and clung to her head, same as her nightgown. 
She was paler than usual with a slight greenish tint and her eyes 
were completely dull. She was curled up on the chair with her stuffed 
rabbit and a bottle of ginger ale she must've gotten from the fridge. 
It was a stark contrast to how she looked earlier, which was 
completely normal. 

"I don't feel good mommy," she said weakly and I rushed over to her, 
pressing my palm to her forehead, my eyes widening at how hot she 
was, "I threw up in my bed," 

"Oh, sweetie," I said softly, "I should have stayed in tonight, I'm 
so sorry, " I turned and nearly fell over when I came face to face 
with Michael's hand which held a thermometer in a small hand 
towel . 

"Thanks, " I said cautiously, taking the thermometer and putting it 
under Emmy's tongue. After a couple seconds, the tell-tale beeping 
was heard and I looked at the results. 

"Just above 100, okay that's not too bad. Let's get you cleaned up," 

I lifted her in my arms and fought back a gag of my own when I 
smelled the scent of vomit all over her. Guilt was in the pit of my 



stomach as I wondered how long Emmy had been sitting in the dark with 
her ginger ale, waiting for me to get home. 

When we got to the bathroom, Emmy swayed on her feet as I set her 
down and took off her soiled clothes and, with quite a fight on her 
part, her stuffed rabbit, placing them in a pile in the corner for me 
to wash. 

"Can I have bubbles?" Emmy asked quietly as I wrapped a fluffy towel 
around her while I prepared the bath. 

"Of course, " I smiled and grabbed the bubble bath, pouring a generous 
amount in. I gently helped her into the tub and began to carefully 
wash her. Afterwards, I sat on the floor while she played with the 
bubbles, cupping them in her hands and blowing them away. I looked at 
the doorway and saw Michael standing there. 

"Can you keep an eye on her while I change her sheets and get a clean 
set of pajamas?" I asked. At his nod, I stood and left towards the 
middle bedroom, in search of new sheets. Anyone else would call me 
insane for leaving a seven year old alone with Michael Myers and 
trusting she would be safe, but I knew that Emmy was an exception to 
everything, even to things I wasn't an exception of. 

I was quick to change her sheets and grab a fresh set of pajamas 
before returning to the bathroom just as Emmy threw a large amount of 
water and bubbles at Michael, effectively soaking half of his leg. 

She giggled as he left the room and I dried her off and changed her 
into the new clothes. Digging through the cabinet above the sink, I 
found some children's stomach medicine, giving some to Emmy. 

"I hope Michael doesn't die," she said as I tucked her in. I could 
still see the dullness in her eyes, but the life in her voice made me 
give a small smile, "I heard you outside the door," 

"He will be fine Emmy, you know that, " I said, "Michael can take care 
of himself, " she nodded, her eyes drooping before finally falling 
asleep. I sat next to her for a few minutes to make sure she didn't 
get sick again before standing and leaving the room. I took a quick 
shower and changed into a pair of sweatpants and a tank top before 
curling up in bed and falling asleep, not bothering to wonder where 
Michael had disappeared to. 

loot 

_(A week later)_ 

The next few days that followed Emmy's stomach bug were hell for all 
of us; Emmy could barely keep anything down, I had run out of clean 
linen and Michael had disappeared to continue his murder spree 
without me. Even after Emmy finally got better, I continued to stay 
in and not go out with Michael, in fear that Emmy could get sick 
again and I wouldn't be there. As much as I wanted to destroy 
Haddonfield, Emmy was far more important. 

By the end of the week, three more police officers from the sheriff's 
department had been killed, making Haddonfield a little more than 
tense, especially around me and Emmy. 


The more I talked to Laurie, the more I was finding out that the 



sheriff's department was planning something, a way to take care of 
Michael. She would tell me that the only reason she knew was because 
it was no longer a secret that she was Emmy's caretaker when I was 
unavailable and that she and Emmy together would make perfect bait. I 
had been furious when I heard about it but was immediately appeased 
when I learned that Laurie had already lost her temper with them and 
finally gave them a piece of her mind; something she said she had 
been waiting to do for years. 

I wonder if she would ever realize that her and Michael's tempers are 
exactly the same. 

loot 

_(Eive days later)_ 

I had been curled up on the couch reading while Emmy played with her 
dolls on the floor when I heard the shouting. At first, I put it off 
as the neighbors' kids across the street throwing another party. When 
I heard police sirens and saw the lights, I assumed that the alleged 
party was busted once again and the kids would get another slap on 
the wrist. When I heard the gunshot, my heart stopped. 

"What was that?" Emmy asked as I jumped up from the couch and ran to 
the window, pulling back the shades. 

"Stay there," I commanded when she tried to walk over. I tried to 
look around but even with the bay window, I still couldn't see what 
was happening. The only thing I could make out were the cops pointing 
their rifles at something and someone yelling at them. Someone who 
looked a lot like Loomisa€l 

Damn . 

"Do not leave this room or go near the windows!" I yelled at Emmy as 
I ran to the front door and threw it open, running onto the porch. No 
one paid me any mind as their attention was focused on the figure 
walking towards them. Michael. 

"Michael, stop!" I screamed at him, but he ignored me like always. A 
few people stared at me and casted disgusted glares, but they quickly 
turned back to the police who were preparing to shoot. 

"Move out of the way Loomis, " I heard one of the officers, I think it 
was the sheriff shout. I couldn't hear what Loomis replied with but 
my attention was knocked back to myself when I saw a person rushing 
towards me. It was Laurie. 

"I have no idea how they caught him," she said out of breath, "I was 
visiting a friend of mine when they heard the sirens and found 
out, " 

"Why isn't he stopping?" I asked. I could feel Laurie's hand around 
my arm in a vice grip, fear running off her in waves. I placed my 
hand overs hers but refusing to take my eyes off the scene unfolding 
in front of me. 

"Maybe it will finally be over, " I heard Laurie whisper to herself, 
but I knew she was only trying to keep her nerves down. Everything 
that happened after that moment was complete chaos. 



Someone grabbed Loomis and shoved him back into the crowd, Laurie 
flagging him over as he joined us on the porch, another warning from 
the police, and then a hail of gunfire that was deafening and almost 
every bullet hitting Michael. And during it all, I hadn't even 
realized I had been screaming until it was over and Michael's body 
hit the asphalt . 

I could feel warm wetness on my arm and realized that Laurie was 
crying, but it was obvious that they were tears of relief. Unlike 
mine which were a mix of disbelief and pain. I had been preparing so 
long for this, so why wasn't I handling it the way I 
should ' ve? 

"Michael!" I heard a small voice shriek and I barely registered it 
was Emmy's. Loomis, Laurie and I all lunged to block her path, but 
one of the advantages to being so skinny was that Emmy could easily 
slip out of our grasps and through the crowd that did nothing to stop 
her. Immediately, I took off after her, not wanting her to see 
something like that. 

"Emelyn, stop!" I yelled after her. I could hear Loomis and Laurie 
behind me, but when I turned back, I saw they had stopped at the 
front of the crowd, concern for Emmy painted on their faces. But they 
knew that there was nothing they could do anymore. I was grateful 
they didn't continue to follow me. 

It felt as though I had run miles, when really I had probably only 
traveled barely a yard. I stopped a few feet from Emmy who had made 
it to Michael's body and was knelt beside him, holding one of his 
larger hands in both her little ones. 

"Michael? Wake up, " she whimpered. I took a step forward. 

"Mommy said dreams aren't real, but I dreamed that you died so that 
means it shouldn't happen," she rambled and my heart broke. 

"Emmy," I said quietly. She looked at me, her eyes red and swollen 
from her tears. I never wanted to see that kind of pain in her. She 
sniffled before leaning forward to grab the object that he had 
dropped when the bullets hit him. I shifted my body just a bit so no 
one would see Emmy picking up Michael's knife and hiding it on the 
side not facing the crowd. I bent down and took her in my arms, 
discreetly taking the knife from her and slipping it under my shirt, 
in my waistband, just hoping I wouldn't cut myself too bad when I 
walked . 

Picking up Emmy, I cashed one more glance at Michael's body and could 
have sworn I saw his eyelids flicker before limping back to Loomis 
who took me in my arms while Emmy immediately reached for Laurie, but 
refused to let go of me, putting us in a very awkward group hug; two 
people who were heartbroken, and two people who were relieved. 

The crowd dispersed and the police went about taking care of the 
body, while Loomis helped me back into the house, after much struggle 
trying to get Emmy to let go of Laurie so we could walk 
properly . 


"Can I sleep with you tonight?" Emmy asked. 



"Yeah, " I whispered, not trusting my voice, "Laurie is going to get 
you ready for bed, I need to speak to Dr. Loomis," Laurie and I 
shared a meaningful look as she took Emmy and disappeared up the 
stairs. Loomis directed me into the kitchen so they wouldn't hear us 
upstairs. I made sure to walk behind him so I could take the knife 
out and drop it behind the couch for me to retrieve later. I wrapped 
one of my arms around my stomach and the other covered my mouth 
before I finally collapsed in his arms, completely breaking down. No 
words were exchanged between us as he held me while I tried to get 
the heavy sobs to subside. 

"I always say that evil never dies and that Michael is no exception," 
he finally said quietly into my hair as I continued to shake, "But 
maybe you should take this time to try and move on and start 
over, " 

I knew I should have been angry at his words, but I couldn't find it 
in me . 

"I'm not saying right away," he continued, seeming to realize his 
mistake, "You need to grieve, but I think in the end it will be 
healthy for both you and Emmy to try and start over, " 

"We can't leave Haddonfield now," I choked, "We have nowhere to go 
and with Michael-, " I cut myself off, unable to finish the sentence, 
"Emmy and I are staying, Haddonfield ' s feelings be damned," 

"Are you sure that's wise?" Loomis asked, "Nothing will go back to 
normal for you, " 

"I don't _want_ normal," I said, pulling away and angrily wiping my 
eyes, "I've never been normal. My entire life, I was the tall, morbid 
genius who was older mentally than she was biologically. Not to 
mention, I gave birth to Michael Myers's child. If I wanted normal, I 
wouldn't have come back and I would have never befriended Michael all 
those years ago, " 

"You also have Emelyn to consider in all this, " he 
countered . 

"Honestly, the way she is changing more into _him_, ironically 
enough, Haddonfield is the safest place for her to be right now, " I 
shrugged, "Here, they are expecting it but they've proven they won't 
harm her because she is still a child in the end. So I have time to 
find ways to keep her safe and maybe an outlet for her possible urges 
that doesn't end in serial killing," 

It fell silent between us as Loomis found a washcloth the wet in the 
sink and help me clean myself up. A few moments passed before Laurie 
entered the kitchen and sat down at the island. 

"Emmy is in her room. She said she wanted to be alone for a bit, " she 
informed us as I went to the fridge to get a bottle of water for her. 
She looked exhausted. 

"Yeah, she normally likes her isolation when she is upset, " I said 
handing her the drink, "Damn I wish I handled this better. We all 
knew what was going to happen and I let her get attached, " 

"It isn't your fault," Laurie said and I jumped at the hardness in 



her voice, "You said it yourself, you had no idea that he was loose 
when you moved back here; you just wanted a fresh start with your 
daughter and masquerading as cousins to keep her safe was part of 
that, " 

"Still, she got attached and I did nothing to stop it. If anything 
I've made this harder for her," 

"It was going to be hard anyway," she comforted, "Plus, she was 
probably already attached by the thought of him from your stories. 
Seeing him physically only strengthened that, there's nothing you 
could have done, " 

"I've never seen you so understanding Laurie," Loomis said, "You're 
taking this much better than I've seen," 

"Well I'm kind of used to watching him die over and over again," she 
sniffed and tried to keep composure as I saw her eyes grow distant, 
no doubt thinking of her past, "But I understand Emmy. I mean, at 
first, when I heard I had a brother, I was a little attached myself 
because there was some connection to the life I never knew nor can I 
remember; someone who knew who my mom and dad were and family. But, 
unlike Emmy, it was pretty easy for me to cut that cord pretty 
quickly considering his life's mission was to murder me," 

"He used to worship you, you know, " I felt myself saying softly, 
"Every day after school, we could come in and he would immediately 
run to you and play. When your mom worked nights, he would take care 
of you and put you to bed. Sometimes I would help him set up the 
bassinet in his room, so you could sleep in there so he wouldn't need 
to leave the room if you woke up, " 

"Could have fooled me," she said more to herself. I sighed. 

"He was much different as a child before-, " I stopped myself for a 
moment before continuing, "before he killed Judith, " 

"It's been a long night," Loomis said and I tried not to scoff. It 
hadn't been a long night. Everything that happened, happened within 
the span of an hour, maybe less. But, emotionally it did feel like 
longer . 

"Do you want to stay in the guest room, Laurie?" I asked, "You look 
far too tired to walk home, even with help, " 

"Sure," she nodded gratefully. I helped her settle in before walking 
Loomis to the door. He gave me another tight hug and said he would be 
back in the morning to see how we were doing. I watched him walk down 
the street, towards the police cars that were still there as the 
sheriff continued to investigate. Eor what, I didn't care. 

I walked over to the couch and pushed it aside, picking up the knife 
and taking it with me upstairs. I went into my room and buried it 
beneath the junk in my nightstand drawer before changing into more 
comfortable clothes. I heard the door push open and from the corner 
of my eye, I saw Emmy scurry in and curl up in bed. 

"Whatcha got there?" I asked, gesturing to the folded paper in her 
hand. Her eyes were dangerously close to falling shut and her speech 
was slurred with drowsiness but she answered anyway. 



"Michael gave it to me a few days ago, but I never opened it. Your 
name was written on it, " she weakly handed me the paper before 
promptly falling asleep. I sat on the edge of the bed and observed 
the paper in my hands. It was old and frail; quite a few years old, 
but well preserved. I opened the top half and couldn't help but smile 
and blush as I recognized the drawing on it. 

Shortly before _that_ Halloween, I had been in art class, drawing a 
large heart surrounded by other colored hearts. Inside, I had written 
my name, but before I could finish, Michael noticed and began to ask 
questions and teased me a little that I had a crush. I got angry and 
threw the paper at him, never bothering to finish. He must've folded 
it up and kept it all these years. Where, I didn't know. 

I finished unfolding the paper and suddenly my smile faltered and 
dropped. Tears began to edge my vision as I closed my eyes tight 
before putting the piece of paper on my nightstand and curling up, 
gathering Emmy in my arms . It was too painful to look at . 

Underneath my neat _"Kat and"_ Michael had written his own 
name . 

_Kat_ 

_and _ 

_Michael_ 

loot 

**BONUS CHAPTER/SCENE (Dedicated to morbidkingO 6 ! HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY ! ) ** 

_ (Michael ) _ 

Despite what some would think, he would never get used to the feeling 
of getting shot, stabbed, blown up, or any other form of death 
Haddonfield tried to give him. He dropped his knife as soon as the 
first bullet went through his shoulder, followed by he didn't even 
want to know how many more. And over all the yelling, cheers, and 
hail of gunfire, he could still hear Kat screaming clear as day. 

He would also never get used to the feeling of the back of his head 
hitting the street, mentally making a note that if he survived, the 
next time someone tried to kill him, it would be somewhere that would 
have a slightly softer landing. But judging by the amount of bullet 
wounds, it would be a miracle to recover. 

He faintly heard his name being shouted and recognized it as Emmy's. 
His eyes closed on their own accord and he felt small hands take one 
of his, begging for him to wake up. It was an unusual request, one 
that he had never heard before, except for when he was nine and fell 
down a hill in the woods, promptly knocking himself out for a few 
moments. Kat had practically been screaming in his ear then for him 
to wake up and then berated him for his stupiditya€ 1 

"_You're too reckless, Michael! You could have broken your neck!" 



.1 ' m fine ! 

You were unconscious for five minutes!" _ 

.I'm awake now!"_ 

.1 should tell your mom, you need your head examined! 

.No, I don ' t , " _ 

.You could have a concussion!" _ 

.Kat, I. Am. Fine," _ 

.No. You're. Not! We are going home and I am letting your mom know," 


"_Kat-, " _ 

"_I couldn't stand it if anything happened to you and I could have 
stopped it, " _ 

_That shut him up. _ 

"Emmy," he was brought out of the memory by Rat's soft voice, though 
it sounded choked. As much as he loathed admitting it, he hated 
hearing Kat cry. Though, Emmy's sobs were making an even worse effect 
on him. He was able to open his eyes just in time to see Kat lifting 
the distraught Emmy and limping away. Why was she suddenly 
limping? 

He tried to move his body, but it wouldn't obey. Everything was 
becoming darker as he felt his body grow colder than it normally 
was . 

Then everything went black. 

**Review! Okay, you all may hate me but you KNOW that it wouldn't be 
a Halloween story without Michael getting "killed" and if you are all 
fans of the franchise, you know Michael Myers can never truly die 
(hint, hint, possible spoiler) ** 

**Until next time, read and review! ** 


24 . Chapter 22 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: No excuse for my absence but hopefully this pretty long chapter 
makes up for it! It was SIXTEEN pages when I typed it! I think this 
is the second longest chapter between Prologue part 1 and Prologue 
Part 2 :D. ** 

_**Chapter Twenty-Two* *_ 

_** (A year and a half later) **_ 

_Emmy= 8 1 / 2_ 



_Kat= 26_ 

_**Emmy's POV**_ 

I couldn't sleep as I listened to a particularly violent gust of wind 
beat against my window, the crisp, colorful leaves landing on the 
sill. Sitting up and sliding out from my bed, I walked over and 
pushed the window open, letting the leaves blow into my room, a few 
tangling in my hair. I took a deep breath of the fresh, autumn air 
and leaned against the sill, looking out into the backyard, not even 
hearing my door opening. 

"What are you doing awake?" 

"I could ask you the same thing," I responded. 

"I couldn't sleep so I went downstairs to try and get a head start on 
one of my papers. I've been listening to you toss and turn for the 
last twenty minutes, " my mom said as she walked further into the room 
and brushed the leaves out of my hair. I noticed that she had yet to 
even change out her jeans and sweater from early that day. 

Ever since Michael was killed, mommy had the worst time sleeping. Eor 
the first couple of months, I could hear her muffled crying coming 
from her room, and in the months after that, she would have 
nightmares that would wake her up with a shrill scream. Now, she did 
whatever she could to avoid sleeping. 

"What class?" I asked, avoiding her question again. Not long after 
_that_ night, it was obvious, even to me, that mommy had become 
depressed, only ever showing emotion around me and Laurie. Somehow, 
Dr. Loomis and Laurie teamed up and were able to get her to go back 
to school, with the assurance that Laurie had no problem spending 
more time with me and I had no qualms about being with her. Soon, she 
was majoring in Nursingand threw herself into her work, leaving her 
world to revolve solely around me and school. 

"Psychology," she said, "Now stop stalling and answer my question: 
what are you doing up?" 

"I couldn't sleep either," I said quietly with a shrug. I crawled 
back into bed as my mom walked over to the window and closed it 
securely. She crossed her arms and sat on the bed beside me. 

"Is it because Halloween is coming up soon?" she asked quietly and I 
knew we were thinking the same thing. I stopped myself from shrugging 
again and instead looked at the butterfly designs on my 
comforter . 

"Dr. Loomis once said that Michael always came back around 
Halloween, " I said, my voice small, "But Halloween is next week and 
there hasn't been any sign of him," 

Mommy sighed, "Emmy, the wounds Michael endured were really bad. Dr. 
Loomis told me the same thing the Medical Examiner told him: nothing 
could survive that many bullet wounds and blood loss, " 

"They blew him up once and he survived!" I practically yelled, 
remembering the time I listened in on Dr. Loomis telling mommy all 



the ways they tried to kill Michael. 


"He got far enough away from the blast that he was only seriously 
injured, not killed. Michael may have a very high threshold for pain 
and he may able to handle things that most people can't, but at the 
end of the day, he's still human," she explained sadly. 

"So, you've given up on him?" I asked, angry at myself when I felt 
tears well up in my eyes. 

"No!" she said sharply before catching herself and continuing in a 
softer voice, "No, I didn't give up on Michael nineteen years ago and 
I'm not giving up now. But at the same time, I need to also accept 
the fact that maybe this time, he couldn't cheat death," 

She was right and I hated it. Mommy was optimistic and hopeful that 
Michael would return but she also accepted the reality that she had 
lost her best friend forever. I gripped my comforter tightly in my 
hands as I stared at it, fighting the tears threatening to return. I 
heard mommy sigh again and sat further up on the bed, facing 
me . 

"Did I ever tell you the story of when Michael and I tried to play a 
prank on Judith but ended up scaring his mother instead?" she asked 
after a few moments of silence. 

"No, " 

"It's not a long story," she half-heartedly warned. 

"I don't care," I answered immediately, sitting up straighten and 
looking at her with wide eyes; mommy's stories of Michael were the 
only connection I had to him anymore. 

"Well Michael had found a small garter snake in the woods while we 
were playing and decided that he would give it a home in Judith's 
bedroom for her to find. Only, he hadn't foreseen his mother would be 
doing laundry that day, " 

"She found it, didn't she?" 

"Oh yeah, " she laughed, "And she screamed bloody murder before 
putting the pieces together and going after Michael, who I had never 
seen more terrified, " I laughed at the thought of Michael Myers being 
afraid of his mother, but based on the stories I was told, she was 
not the type of woman you wanted to get angry. 

"How much trouble was he in?" I asked. 

"A lot, " I watched her eyes become distant as the memory became more 
and more real in her mind, "He was grounded for at least a week if I 
recall correctly and also had to clean Judith's entire room," that 
made me laughed. 

"How did she know that Michael wouldn't sabotage Judith's room while 
cleaning? " 

"Because Deborah was going to supervise him until she had to go to 
work and then she inspected the room to make sure that nothing was 
out of place, " she explained, "Despite being stuck working at a job 



that kept her away from the house, Deborah made sure to keep on top 
of her kids as best she can, " 

"How come you never told me what his mom did for work?" I suddenly 
asked. More than once I had asked what my grandmother's mysterious 
job was, but my mother was adamant in not telling me, in her words: 
'Until I was old enough.' Even the one time I asked Michael, he shook 
his head and walked away. 

"Because it was complicated and you won't understand until you are 
older, " she explained almost mechanically yet at the same time, 
frustrated from having to repeat it so many times. I huffed and 
leaned against my headboard. She chuckled and ruffled my hair before 
standing . 

"Try and get some sleep for school tomorrow, " she said with a small 
smile, kissing my cheek before leaving the room. I listened to her 
walk back downstairs before pushing my blankets away again and 
returning to the window. Despite it being well into the night, it was 
easy for me to see into the darkness. Mommy said I got it from 
Michael; he always had unusually sharp night vision. 

Normally the crickets would be full of life and every so often an owl 
would make its presence known. But tonight, it was completely silent. 
I gripped the window sill and leaned forward to see further outside 
to find any sign of life. The only movement came from the occasional 
leaf that blew across the lawn. It was unsettling. 

I closed my window and turned to shut off my desk light when a flash 
of movement outside caught my attention. I quickly spun around and 
pressed myself against the glass and felt my heart speed up in my 
chest when I caught a glimpse of something white. Something that 
looked a lot like a mask. 

Jumping away from the window, I ran out of the room and down the 
stairs and into the dining room where I knew mommy was working. I 
stopped in my tracks though when I saw her asleep over her notes. I 
quietly backed out of the room and ran to the kitchen, throwing open 
the back door and running out into the darkness, looking for the 
mask . 

But I was alone. 
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_(The next day)_ 

I spent the entire walk to school looking closely at all my 
surroundings, hoping to catch another flash of white like I had last 
night. Despite my mom using her barely untouched inheritance to buy a 
car after she started classes at the university, I still chose to 
walk to and from school; it was a nice way to clear my head. 

I looked at every tall shrub and over my shoulder for any followers. 

I didn't want to believe I had imagined everything the night before. 

I knew that it was a mask, _his_ mask. He was telling me he was 
alive . 


I couldn't concentrate in any of my classes, choosing to spend most 
of the day staring out the window at the leaves slowly fall off the 



trees. It wasn't until there were only a few minutes left before 
lunch that I was packing up my things when I looked out the window 
again and felt my heart stop in my chest 

Standing just on the other side of the school's fence, under the 
trees was a large figure, wearing an aged, white mask. 

My breath was stuck in my throat as I stared, wide-eyed, at the 
figure, unable to tear my eyes away. In the back of my mind, I 
registered my teacher at the front of the classroom, calling my name, 
obviously concerned. But at that moment, the bell for lunch rang and 
I shot out of the room and towards the playground. I didn't stop 
until I hit the chain-link fence that separated the school from the 
woods. My eyes scanned the area, but there was nothing there. 

My stomach dropped and my throat tightened with emotion as I backed 
away and walked over to an empty picnic table a few feet away. My 
frustration only grew when I opened my bag and realized that, in my 
rush, I forgot to get my lunch out of my locker. I withheld my 
frustrated shriek as I watched my classmates happily playing and 
eating their lunches, blissfully oblivious to whatever was going 
on . 

"Emmy?" I jumped at the voice and turned to where a small redhead 
girl was looking at me with worry. She clutched a small lunchbox in 
her bony arms and by her feet was a fluffy brown backpack that was 
the face of a puppy sewn on the front. 

"What?" I internally winced at the harshness in my voice as the 
redhead's eyes widened a fraction before regaining composure. 

"Are you okay?" she asked quietly. I was speechless for a moment; no 
one ever talked to me because of who my parents were. They were 
afraid of me. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," I answered, growing even more confused when the 
girl took a seat beside me, opening her lunchbox and putting it 
contents onto the table. She must have noticed my shocked expression, 
because she stopped what she was doing and turned back to me. 

"I'm Cara," she said smiling. I noticed that she was missing her 
front tooth, "I moved here over the summer," She split her sandwich 
and handed a half to me. I hesitated a moment before taking it. 

"Why aren't you sitting with the other kids?" I asked. 

"Why aren't _you_?" she countered. 

"I'm not welcome," I deadpanned taking a bite of the 
sandwich . 

"Because you're related to Michael Myers," it wasn't a question and I 
only stared at her before nodding, "The other kids told me about him. 
I also heard about what happened last year. I'm sorry," 

"Thanks," I said quietly, trying not to think about _that_ night. The 
rest of the period was spent with Cara telling me about herself. I 
learned she was from a small town in Ohio where she lived with her 
two dads and older brother until her father's company was expanded 
and he was promoted to oversee the new branch in Haddonfield. 



"How old is your brother?" I asked. 


"He's fifteen, he started high school this year so he thinks he knows 
everything, " she replied. 

The school bell rang and I helped Cara get her things together to go 
inside. She smiled gratefully and hugged her lunchbox against her 
stomach . 

"I'll see you inside," she said before running into the building with 
the other kids. I felt the corners of my mouth twitch into a small 
smile; I liked that girl. I picked up my own backpack and began to 
leave when I felt as if I was being watched. I quickly turned around 
and looked into the woods, but there was nothing that stood out, 
nothing that caught my attention. Maybe I was starting to lose my 
mind . 

Like father like daughter. 
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After school, I rummaged through my locker, pulling out books I 
needed and putting away the ones that I didn't. I heard the clicks of 
someone's shoes as they walked towards me, stopping on the other side 
of my locker door. Closing the metal door, I turned and my eyes met 
Cara's bright hazel ones as she stared at me, biting her lip 
nervously . 

"Are you okay?" I asked. 

"Yeah, I just wanted to know if you wanted to walk home with me?" her 
voice was small as she began to sway, shifting her weight on her 
feet . 

"Why are you so nervous then?" 

"Because you're always alone and never talk to anyone so I thought 
you wouldn't want to be my friend and would tell me to leave you 
alone," she spoke so fast, I almost didn't understand her. 

"What about your other friends?" her sudden demeanor changed and she 
wrapped her arms protectively over her stomach. I could have sworn I 
heard a soft sniffle come from her, but her expression remained 
relatively blank. 

"I don't have any friends because I'm the new kid," she shrugged, 
"Even though I've been here for almost four months," 

"My mom says this town can be very narrow-minded, " I said, slinging 
my bag over my shoulder, "But at the same time, since she was close 
to Michael Myers, nobody here likes us," It was weird using Michael's 
full name, but I knew it would confuse Cara if I just used his first 
name . 

"They will get over it and you will have a bunch of friends by the 
end of the year, " I continued. We began to walk down the hall when I 
noticed the group of kids, coming towards us, their gazes locked on 
me. That was never a good sign. 



Cara pressed herself against the lockers as the kids crowded me. I 
wasn't scared, I could take care of myself despite popular belief, 
but I did _not_ like having my personal space taken up by anyone 
other than me. 

"Where are you going Bury?" the leader, a boy not much older than me, 
demanded. I resisted the urge to scoff. 

"It's 'Myers' now," I corrected him, "And I'm going home. So should 
you, " 

"Don't tell me what to do, killer!" he said, shoving me away. I 
stumbled in my step as my bag fell to the ground with a thud. A few 
students stopped what they were doing and began to gather around 
us . 

"If I'm a killer than you should know to back off," I said calmly but 
forcefully, leaning over to get my bag. From the corner of my eye, I 
saw him lunge at me, only to be stopped by Cara. 

"Leave her alone, she didn't do anything to you," she said, trying to 
sound angry but seemed to fail miserably, instead sounding 
scared . 

"She's the Boogeyman's daughter!" a girl sneered, glaring at me . I 
bit my bottom lip to keep from laughing at her, despite my anger 
rising dangerously. 

"So?" Cara challenged. 

"Get out of my way Red!" the boy shoved Cara hard. Unable to catch 
herself, I watched Cara's small body hit the ground, her head making 
a loud noise as it made contact with the tiles. She clutched her head 
and whimpered loudly as the other kids in the group began to laugh. 
Suddenly, all I could see was red. 

Everything happened so fast; I lunged, tackling the boy to the ground 
as I punched at scratched at him, yelling unintelligible things, even 
I didn't know. All I did know was that I suddenly wished I had 
something sharp. Those who weren't chanting "Fight!" were backing 
away quickly. Then two pairs of hands were yanking me away, yelling 
at me to calm down. The teachers let go of me and rushed to check on 
the boy while another teacher helped Cara stand up. 

"I didn't do anything! She just went crazy!" the boy cried and a few 
other kids began to nod along. 

"No! He's lying!" Cara shouted back and I noticed a couple other kids 
agreeing with her, something that utterly shocked me. I began to feel 
overwhelmed, the air becoming heavier by the second. Before I 
realized what I was doing, I grabbed my bag and ran out of the 
school, ignoring anyone who shouted my name. 

I ran straight for the woods, not wanting to risk running into anyone 
on the way to Laurie's. My breath came out in pants as I dodged tree 
branches and logs, not sure where I was headed anymore. I continued 
making twists and turns until I found myself at a dead end. It was a 
good sized clearing with a large tree at the end, a few of its roots 
emerging from the ground. Walking over to it, I curled into a ball at 
the base and tried to catch my breath. 



I couldn't go home; I didn't have a key to get in and with Michael 
gone, mommy had made it the utmost importance to make sure the door 
was locked at all times unless she was home. Dr. Loomis once said 
that it was ironic how Michael was the most feared creature of 
Haddonfield yet my mom still saw him as her protector. And in a way, 
he was. He was my protector too. 

I buried my face in my hands and resisted the urge to cry. I didn't 
like crying, I didn't like showing my emotions anymore because it 
only led to me getting hurt. I never kept it a secret about how much 
I loved Michael and he was killed, I always showed I proud I was to 
be his daughter and that led to me being seen as a threat. I showed 
my anger and it would only lead to me being put in danger. These were 
not worries a normal eight year old should have. Except, I wasn't a 
normal eight year old; I wasn't normal period. 

And I was okay with that . 
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I couldn't have been in the clearing for more than an hour. I was 
about to fall asleep when I heard my name being called. My full name. 
Never a good sign. 

"EMELYN MICHELLE!" it was my mom, her voice a mix between worry and 
anger. She was close to the clearing. 

"Mommy?" I called and within seconds I saw her running towards me. 

Eor a second, she stopped and looked around, momentarily forgetting 
the matter at hand. Her eyes became glassy before she got herself 
together . 

"Where have you been?" she demanded, "Laurie called me in hysterics 
when you didn't come home from school! You know the rules: go 
straight to Laurie's after school unless told otherwise!" 

"I wanted to be alone," I muttered trying to sound cold but my voice 
came out too small. My mom sighed and pulled out her phone, calling 
Laurie and informing her I was safe. She did the same with Loomis 
before coming over and sitting beside me. 

"Want to tell me what's going on with you?" she asked. 

"I lost my temper," I started quietly, refusing to see her face, 

"Some kids were picking on me and it didn't bother me until one of 
them pushed Cara-, " 

"Who's Cara?" she interrupted softly. 

"I think she is my new friend," 

"You think?" 

"A boy pushed Cara and I got angry and attacked him, punching and 
scratching him," I said, "I think I scared her," 

"I know about the fight. The school called both Laurie and I," she 
said . 



"Cara didn't deserve to get hurt because of me. I just met her today 
and I already scared her off, " My vision grew blurry and I buried my 
head in my arms again. 

"You're better than Michael so I'm sure you didn't scare her off," my 
mom chuckled. 

"What?" 

"I watched Michael get into plenty of fights. I knew he murdered four 
people, five if you count that nurse in the sanitarium, and I still 
stayed by his side as his friend. You are nowhere near as bad. I 
doubt a fight between two kids is going to traumatize this 
girl, " 

"Yeah, but you said it yourself: you were a weird kid! You were 

considered a freak too and had a less than ideal home life so you 

weren't shocked by anything he threw at you!" I yelled, "Cara has a 
normal life! She is a sweet girl who lives with her two dads and 
older brother who love her a lot and the only thing other kids see 
wrong with her is that she is still considered the new 
kid! " 

"Emmy-, " 

"But I'm the opposite! I'm the town freak! I'm the Boogeyman's 
daughter who everyone is afraid is going to snap one day! The only 
reason I'm not hurt or dead is because I'm still a kid! I doubt these 

people are going to be as understanding when I'm seventeen!" 

"Emmy stop," I closed my mouth but bit my lip to keep quiet. My mom 
pulled me into her lap and spoke calmly. 

"The only difference between you and the others is that our 
circumstances are different. You are still loved by me and I know 
Michael loved you even if you will never get him to admit it-, " 

"How do you know?" 

"Well he didn't kill you for one. He let you touch him, which is 
something he's reluctant for me to even do. And I seem to remember 
more than one occasion where he stood in the corner of your room for 
a week until you fell asleep because you were scared the monsters in 
your nightmares would come get you, " 

"I guess," I muttered. 

"What I'm saying is, don't let this town get to you. We used to take 
pride in ouraC 1 unique arrangement. Just because we lost him, doesn't 
mean we should start acting any different. I need to stop being so 
depressed and you need to get more confidence, " 

"I'm confident," I said. 

"Believe me, we can get you to be much more confident, " she laughed, 
making me smile. 

"Look, let's go home and continue this conversation in more 
comfortable arrangements, huh?" she continued and I nodded. We both 
stood, but when I turned to walk away, I noticed my mom looking 



around longingly. 


"Mommy? " 

"It's been a long time since I've been here," she said absently, 
"Nothing's changed, even the carvings in the tree are still 
here, " 

"Where are we?" I asked. 

"Remember when I said how Michael used to have an animal graveyard 
where he and I would hide away in sometimes?" I nodded. 

"This is it," she breathed out. I could see the memories swirling in 
her head as she placed her hand over a spot on the tree, "We carved 
our initials here as if to seal our friendship, " 

I saw something change in my mom in that moment. She suddenly stood 
straighten, her eyes almost regaining a light they had lost a long 
time ago. 

"Mommy? " 


"Yes?" 


"Am I still in trouble for getting into a fight at school?" 

"Oh hell yeah, " 
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I was curled up in bed, aimlessly doodling in my notebook when I 
should have been doing my science homework. There was a knock on my 
door and I looked up in time to see Loomis walk in. 

"Hello Emmy, " he smiled. 

"Hi Dr. Loomis," I replied. He looked uncomfortable a moment before 
taking a seat at my desk, "Is there something you needed?" 

"Kat mentioned that you were in a fight today," he said, "I just 
wanted to make sure you're okay?" 

"If you're trying to find out if I'm becoming the next Michael Myers, 
the answer is no. I'm still the sweet little girl who has a very 
dangerous temper courtesy of her criminally insane father, " I 
deadpanned . 

"Those are some pretty big words there, " he observed. 

"I'm advanced for my age according to mommy and my school. But I 
refuse to move grades because I like having easy homework, " I 
shrugged. He raised his eyebrow at me, taking in what I had said 
before continuing. 

"Emmy, my goal here is-, " 

"Look ," I cut him off, "I appreciate the concern but I'm not 
becoming Michael. Not before I'm ten at least," I giggled at my own 
reference as he visibly stiffened. 



"Sometimes I feel like I'm talking to your mother," he said, "Always 
making very inappropriately morbid jokes, " he sighed. 

"I mean just because I have his knife-," 

"You have his knife?!" 

"Yeah! I took it from the scene; I'm shocked no one noticed," I 
walked over to my desk and opened a drawer, pulling out the large 
blood-stained knife. 

"I don't use it or anything, but I like having it to remind me of 
him. Like how mommy has her dagger, " I smiled, placing it back in 
drawer, laughing at Dr. Loomis's expression. 

"Excuse me while I go have a few words with your mother, " he said 
finally, leaving the room. I continued laughing to myself as I 
resumed my drawing, knowing that Dr. Loomis was far from finished in 
his interrogation with me. 
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_(The next day)_ 

I waited until it was recess to talk to Cara as I spotted her at the 
corner table where I normally sat. Her red hair was in a very fancy 
looking French-braid and her nails were painted a pale blue to match 
her fuzzy sweater. Her black Mary-Janes matching her black skirt 
while white stockings covered her legs. She looked as if she was 
going to a dinner party. 

"Hi!" she said brightly as she pulled out her sandwich. I sat across 
from her, feeling very underdressed in an old band T-shirt that once 
belonged to my mom when she was my age, jeans that were ripped at the 
knees, and my favorite sneakers. 

"Hi," I said quietly, pulling out my own lunch. It was silent between 
us as we traded lunches; her orange for my apple, my peanut butter 
sandwich for her turkey. We ate in silence until I finally couldn't 
take it anymore. 

"You don't have to sit here. I understand if you never want to talk 
to me again, " I said. 

"Why would I do that?" 

"Because of yesterday," I answered as if it were obvious. 

"Why would I stop talking to you over that? You defended me, " she 
shrugged, "It's not fair that you get teased just because of who your 
dad is, " 

"And my mom," I added with a small smirk. 

"Still doesn't matter. You are your own person and they are their own 
person. You all just happen to be related," she explained. That made 
me smile. 


"Hey, are you going trick or treating next week?" she asked 



suddenly . 


"Of course, " 

"I don't want to go out alone and my big brother claims he is too old 
for it, so he is staying home with my dad to hand out candy while I 
go out with daddy. Do you want to come with us?" she asked. I was 
silent for a moment as I thought it over. Last year, I had gone out 
with Laurie and when we were in California, I always had a group of 
my friends; friends that haven't spoken to me since I moved to 
Illinois. It would be nice to have someone my age to walk around and 
trade candy with again. 

"Okay, " I smiled. 
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_(A week later) -HALLOWEEN NIGHT _ 

After seeing Cara's fancy and classy fashion style every day at 
school, I was expecting her to be something just as girly. I was 
pleasantly surprised to see her dressed as a zombie when my mom and I 
met her in front of her house. She admired my vampire costume, 
complete with temporary black hair dye that would come out in the 
shower . 

"You look amazing!" she cried. 

"Halloween is very important in my house, " I said proudly, "You look 
really cool too, " 

"Halloween is pretty big in my house too, " she smiled. 

The night had turned out to be much more fun than I had expected. 

Cara and I raced each other from house to house while my mom and 
Cara's dad got to know each other, only ever stopping to tell us to 
slow down and wait for them. Despite claiming that she liked her 
solitude, I could tell my mom was enjoying time with another adult 
and parent . 

At the end of the night, we sat in Cara's living room, trading candy 
while the adults talked in the kitchen. Cara's older brother, Alex, 
checked the candy to make sure it was safe to eat before putting them 
in their respective bags. 

Unlike Cara who looked more like her one dad with red hair and hazel 
eyes, her brother, Alex, took after their other dad with dark 
chestnut hair and dark green eyes. Cara was also much paler while 
Alex's skin had a slight golden glow to it. But the more I studied 
them, the more I also saw their similarities. They both had the same 
smile and laugh. They also had the same tendency to tap their fingers 
against some type of surface whenever silence fell over the 
room . 

"Emmy, ready to go?" I jumped out of my thoughts when I saw mommy 
walking into the room, holding our coats, "I want to wash that dye 
out of your hair before bed, " 

"Okay," I said, reluctantly standing and taking my bag of candy. 
Goodbyes were exchanged and Cara gave me a tight hug that I was too 



surprised to return, making the adults, mainly my mother, laugh. 


I had completely forgotten that there hadn't been any sign of 
Michael's return so far that night. 
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Mommy let me eat some candy corn before my bath, but she didn't 
anticipate the sugar high it would give me. When I finally managed to 
settle down, it was well past midnight and I had crashed on the 
couch. I was barely aware of my mother carrying me upstairs and 
tucking me in before I completely passed out. 

I was awoken a few hours later to my door being opened and someone 
walking over to my desk, opening drawers before quickly closing them 
again. I opened my eyes and noticed a large figure towering over my 
desk, lifting Michael's knife from the drawer. 

"Michael?" I asked, my voice still heavy with sleep. The figure froze 
and after a few moments of tense silence, turned around, revealing an 
aged white mask. Suddenly, I was wide awake. 

"Michael!" I cried, sitting up in bed and lunging for him, misjudging 
the distance between my bed and the desk where Michael stood. I heard 
the knife make a soft thud on the carpet as Michael reached out to 
catch me before I landed on my face. I clung to his one arm, despite 
his attempts to shake me off as I fought the urge to cry. 

"Everyone said you weren't coming back!" I said, "They said you were 
dead for good!" I pulled away and looked up at him. 

"Why didn't you come sooner?" he only stared at me before I 
remembered he wasn't going to answer. I grabbed a notebook and pen 
off my desk and thrust them at him. He only stood there a moment 
before slowly writing a response: 

_RECOVERING_ 

I read the words before turning on my desk lamp, finally giving some 
light to the room. Michael's suit was sewn where the bullet holes 
once were and the blood seemed to have been washed out. I also 
noticed that he didn't stand as straight as he normally did, he was 
slightly slumped over, but it was only noticeable up close. 

"Are you still hurting?" I asked. He turned his head to the side but 
didn't answer. 

"I'm really glad you are back," I smiled and hugged him around the 
waist. He tensed once more but I felt his one hand on my shoulder as 
the other patted my head just like he used to. 

"I made a new friend," I said, pulling away, "She and her family just 
moved here so you can't hurt them! But the rest of the town is still 
fair game, " his head turned to the side again but I squealed happily 
when he gave the slightest of nods. I had managed to make a deal with 
Michael Myers! I'm pretty sure I was making history in that 
moment . 

Before I could ask any more questions, Michael suddenly lifted me and 
carried me back to my bed, throwing the blankets haphazardly over me. 



When I situated them to my liking, I looked up at him and smiled. 

"I really am glad you are back, Michael," I said softly. He stared at 
me a moment before placing a hand on my head, softly mussing my hair. 
I studied his mask and couldn't help but feel jealous of my mother; 
she had seen his face. Even if it was only when they were children, 
she had seen what he looked like while I could only imagine what lay 
beneath the white latex. Both mommy and Dr. Loomis always told me 
that I looked a lot like Michael when he was young, but when I looked 
in the mirror, I could only see a soft, eight year old girl. No trace 
of a young boy with a dark mind. Before I could stop myself, I took a 
deep breath and opened my mouth. 

"Am I ever going to see your face?" I asked, preparing myself to 
watch him spin around and leave me alone. He turned his head to the 
side and studied me. I bit my bottom lip, hard, but kept his gaze, 
knowing that if I looked away, he would disappear and who knew when I 
would see him again. 

"It can be really quick and I'll never ask again, I promise," I tried 
again. When he made no movement, I sighed and fixed my blankets 
again, prepared to go to sleep and later pretend it was all a dream. 
From the corner of my eye, I watched Michael retrieve his knife from 
the floor and tuck it into his waistband. He walked back up to me and 
watched me a few more moments. 

I shifted under his gaze before I realized he was moving, very 
slowly. My breath caught in my throat when I realized he was 
carefully grabbing the sides of his mask. Everything seemed to happen 
in slow motion, even though it couldn't have been more than a couple 
of seconds. It took a few moments for it to finally set in that I was 
seeing the face behind the mask. 

"We really do look alike," I said softly as I took in his appearance. 
His hair was the same dirty blonde as mine and looked to be a mess of 
knots. I inwardly cringed at the thought of it being brushed out. His 
eyes were a clear blue with the slightest hint of something darker 
swirling in them and we had the same nose. But what really caught my 
attention was the long scar on his cheek and another on his neck. 

Just above his one eyebrow, a healing gash led up to his hairline. He 
had the slightest bit of scruff on his face and I had the fleeting 
wonder if he had somehow shaved, even though it seemed too out of 
character . 

Then, the mask was back on and I was staring at the cracked and 
ripped white latex. He leaned forward and picked up my favorite 
stuffed rabbit, handing it to me before turning and beginning to 
leave the room. 

"Wait!" I called and I watched him freeze, "Are you going to go see 
mommy now?" I asked. 

A few beats passed before I caught the barely noticeable shake of his 
head, signaling 'no.' 

"Why?" he turned and walked over to my desk and scribbled something 
down before handing it to me. 


SOON 



I sighed but accepted the answer, letting him know that I would keep 
our meeting a secret until he let his existence be known again. 

Taking the note back, he threw it in the garbage before switching out 
my desk light and leaving the room. 

Once I was alone, I pressed the stuffed animal to my mouth to muffle 
my delighted squeal. I was right! Michael didn't die that night, he 
lived. Just like he did all those other timesa€l 

Nothing could kill my father. 

**I hope everyone liked this chapter. If not, I'm sorry, next chapter 
will be back to the usual setup: Rat's point of view. I was 
* * expecting it to be this long but the story seemed to be 
writing itself. I hope we all get an insight into Emmy now lolz. Do 
you think Michael reveal himself to Rat or keep himself hidden away? 

-k k 


**Until next time. Read and Review!** 


25. Chapter 23 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in anyway =(. But I 
DO own Ratarzyna, Emmy and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Sorry! I completely checked out this summer and then School 
problems came up that I had to work through and once they were 
resolved, I had a bad case of writer's block. Then I was working on 
my actual book I'm writing so I completely forgot about the update 
*sweatdrop* Sorry! ** 

**A * *_* *VERY* *_* * Happy Belated birthday to my Eanfiction friend 
"Ragz419"! I'm so sorry this update is coming so late when your 
birthday was weeks ago, but here it is! Also another happy belated 
birthday to "WildSpiritCat " . I will get both of your dedication 

chapters out in this! Again I am soooooo sorry for the wait. 

* * 


_**Chapter Twenty-Three* *_ 

_**Rat's POV**_ 

The days following Halloween, I noticed a change in Emmy. She seemed 
happier, almost back to her old self, chattering constantly. She 
would lock herself away in her room and have what sounded like 
one-sided conversations for hours until it was time for dinner or 
bed. Even Laurie happily noticed the change when Emmy would come by 
after school and tell her everything that had happened that day in 
full detail. 

I could only assume it was because of her friendship with Cara. Since 
the day they met, the girls were inseparable, Emmy walking Cara home 
afterschool before continuing to Laurie's house. At one point Emmy 
had confided in me that the other kids were teasing Cara because they 
were friends and Emmy would walk her home to make sure none of the 
bullies messed with her. The story had filled me with a bittersweet 
feeling as it reminded me of when Michael and I had first become 
friends. He always acted as the protector, making sure none of the 
others hurt me for being friends with him. 



But whatever the reason was, I was glad that Emmy was coming out of 
the dark mood she had put herself in after Michael's death. She was 
beginning to act like a kid again, which not only please Laurie and 
I, but Loomis as well. 

It wasn't until the third week of November that everything 
changed . 

The day had started out normal enough with me waking Emmy up and 
getting her ready for school before Cara and her dad came by to pick 
her up. Afterwards, I planned to take advantage of my day off from 
work and classes by relaxing before Emmy got home. 

Things didn't work out that way. 

It was around lunch time that I got an email from one of my 
professors informing us that he was moving up the date of our paper 
from next week to this Thursday, leaving me rushing to the library 
and actually start the paper. Barely a half hour had passed before I 
heard someone calling my name. I looked up and smiled as I saw Cara's 
father, Dallas, walking up to me. 

"What brings you here, Kat?" he asked, taking a seat beside me. Not 
once did I ever think I would be someone who could befriend other 
parents, even with Emmy's old friends back in California, I never 
associated with their mothers, not really wanting to talk about kids, 
gossip or Emmy's "mysterious father". But, because of Emmy's growing 
friendship with Cara, I found myself becoming closer friends with 
Cara's fathers, Dallas and Oliver. 

"My Psychology professor moved up the due date of one of our papers. 
Trying to get most of it done, " I replied. Dallas could have passed 
for my brother with the same dark brown hair and his green eyes the 
same color as my one eye. 

"What about you?" I asked. He sighed and placed a hand on top of a 
small pile of books I hadn't noticed he had been carrying. 

"Alex texted me asking if I could go to the library and pick up some 
books on, " he turned one over to look at the title, "Gardening and 
Elower arranging, " 

I couldn't help myself from laughing a little, "Who's the 
girl ? " 

"Hey, why does it have to be a girl? Eor all we know he could be 
showing an interest in nature, " Dallas asked, though his smile gave 
him away. 

"Because why else would he text you out of the blue during school 
asking you to get him books on a subject he never once seemed to show 
an interest in?" 

"Very impressive, maybe you should be studying Criminal Justice 
instead of Nursing, " he teased, "All we know is that her name is 
Juliette and we only found that out because Cara overheard him with 
friends and felt the need to tell us, " 

"That's a little sibling's job, to keep tabs on the older one," he 



nodded in agreement "When we were kids, Emmy's father was always 
telling his mother about what his older sister was up to. It was like 
a sport to him," There was no use hiding Emmy's parentage after the 
entire town had taken the liberty of telling Cara's family who he was 
when they caught wind of the girls' friendship. Whatever reaction 
they were hoping for, however, backfired as soon as the couple heard 
my side of the story, which included our how deep our friendship was. 
Instead of pushing me away, they comforted me when emotions I had 
bottled up the past year were finally let out. They didn't seem too 
worried about my past, instead choosing to focus on my present and 
future and how well I'm balancing school and Emmy after everything 
I'd gone through. 

In the back of my mind I wondered if their willingness to stay close 
to me had anything to do with Michael being legally dead. But I 
always told that voice to shut up and enjoy that I had friends who 
weren't afraid of my reputation. 

"Well, the highschool has a half day today so I need to pick up Alex 
and get these books to him, " we said our goodbyes and the rest of the 
afternoon had passed uneventful. 

Until I got homeaC 1 

I had finally left the library at 1:30 and the moment I put my key 
into the front door, I could tell something was off. Slowly pushing 
the door open, I placed my hand over my dagger that was hidden in my 
waistband, prepared to brandish it if necessary. 

Nothing seemed out of place in the dining room or guest room. As I 
walked into the living room my heart skipped a few beats at the sight 
of papers and books thrown carelessly around the room. I choked in my 
gasp, listening closely for any sign that someone was in the house, 
unsure of whether to feel fear or anger. 

It didn't make sense; no one ever came near this house, they were too 
afraid, even with Michael dead. If they wanted to rob us, there was 
nothing of value in the house. I looked around the room and noticed 
the coffee table was completely clean and clear except for a loan 
piece of paper carefully placed in the middle. It was the paperwork I 
had received almost a year ago when I had legally changed Emmy's and 
my last name. 

I studied the paper and noticed that the name "Myers" had been 
underlined in thick, red marker, making the block letters stand out 
from the rest of the words. Who would actually take the time to tear 
apart my living room in order to find this piece of paper, just to 
underline the name? 

"_You know who, my mind whispered and I immediately shook my head, 
refusing to let hope get the best of me. It was impossible. If _he_ 
was alive he would have been here by now. I placed the paper back on 
the coffee table and continued my search into the kitchen only to 
have my stomach drop. 

Cabinets were opened wide and drawers were pulled out with the 
utensils littering the tiled floor. But, the true unsettling part of 
the entire scene was the kitchen table in the middle of the room with 
ever knife and pair of scissors I owned embedded deep in the wood. It 
took me a few moments to realize the sharp objects were strategically 



placed to create a giant 'K'. 


Spinning on my heel I ran up the stairs and into Emmy's room, 
immediately yanking open her desk drawer where I knew she kept 
Michael's knife. 

It wasn't there. 

All the breath left my body as I cut through the bathroom and shot 
into my room, looking for anything that was the least bit out of 
place. My clothes were all in their proper places and my bed looked 
as though it hadn't been touched since I made it that morning. I took 
a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself. 

"Don't jump to conclusions, " I told myself, "Emmy probably took the 
knife to school to show Cara and someone may have broken into the 
house to try and scare me, " 

Or someone broke into the house and stole Michael's knife, destroying 
the living room and kitchen to make me think that my friend had 
returned . 

Or Michael is back and is back in possession of his knife and he was 
taunting me again. 

I nearly jumped out of my skin when the phone rang downstairs and I 
tripped over myself a few times to get to it . I didn't know whether 
to sigh in relief or hold my breath in apprehension when I heard 
Oliver's voice on the other end. 

"Hey Kat ! I have the girls and we're headed to your house," he said, 
"Dallas told me that you were working on something so school, so I 
went to drop Emmy off at her babysitter's but the poor girl has a bad 
case of food poisoning, " 

"I told her not to eat at that new restaurant down the street," I 
said, a few beats passed before I spoke again. 

"Hey, is it too much trouble to ask if you could take Emmy for the 
afternoon?" I asked, turning back to the kitchen, staring at the 
knife embedded table. There was no way I could get the house cleaned 
up by the time Emmy arrived. 

"Yeah, it's no problem," he answered, "Is everything okay?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine. I just didn't get as much schoolwork done as I 
wanted to. Plus I figured instead of having Emmy here bored, she and 
Cara could hang out longer," I lied easily. 

"It's no problem at all," he chuckled. We spoke for a few more 
moments before Oliver hung up and I turned my attention back to the 
mess that awaited me. Taking a deep breath, I made my way to the 
table and began yanking out the sharp objects. 

All the while, feeling as though someone was watching mea€ 1 

loot 

I wasn't sure how many hours passed before I finally got the house 
back in order. The kitchen table was unsalvageable when it came to 



the holes left by knives and scissors, meaning I could either get a 
new table or try and find a decent looking table cloth. 


I had spent the better part of an hour disinfecting and cleaning the 
fridge after finding a bloody animal head on one the shelves when I 
had gone in search of a water bottle. I'm pretty sure the entire 
neighborhood heard my shriek of both surprise and disgust when I 
found it . 

I had gone through the entire house twice more, still finding no one, 
not even in the attic, but I couldn't shake the feeling of uneasiness 
that continued to fall over me. I never liked when Michael played 
this game, and now it seemed I was playing it with a stranger. 

My hand never left its place against my hip, over my dagger, ready to 
draw it and fight whatever invisible force was inside the 
house . 

"_You know who it is, my mind whispered. 

"No, it's not," I muttered, "It's been over a year, he didn't even 
come at Halloween, " 

"_Doesn't mean anything, the voice said, _"Remember what Loomis 
said: Evil never dies, 

"He isn't evil," I nearly whimpered, feeling the bitter feeling in 
the back of my throat at the blatant lie. 

"_You and I both know he is, it whispered. I wanted to argue back 
but the phone rang once again, ripping me from my mental battle. I 
took a few breaths to calm myself before pressing the 'answer' 
button . 

"Hello?" 

"Hi mommy!" I could feel all my stress and worries fade a little at 
the sound of Emmy's excitement-filled voice. 

"Hi baby, do you want me to come pick you up?" I asked. 

"No, I actually wanted to ask if I could sleep over Cara's house," 
her words came out in a fast-paced jumble, I almost didn't catch what 
she was saying. I could hear Cara in the background, talking just as 
excitedly to one of her dads where were trying to calm her 
down . 

"What did her dads say?" 

"They said it was okay, " she said slowly and I was about to press 
further when I felt the phone being taken and Emmy's voice replaced 
with Dallas ' . 

"It seems our girls have been conspiring this for a while now," he 
said, "Oliver and I said we have to check with you first, " 

I had to keep the laugh from bubbling out of me by the sheer luck in 
that moment. As much as I tried to, I could no longer deny that 
Michael was somewhere in the house and from the looks of things, I 
had the feeling he wasn't in the best of moods. The last thing I 



needed was for Emmy to go in search of him. Or run into him. 

Literally . 

"I have no problem with that, I will drop off her things," I said a 
bit too enthusiastically for my liking. That definitely seemed to tip 
him off. 

"Everything okay, Kat?" he asked in a low but deadly serious 
voice . 

"Everything is fine," I said much calmer, "I'm just excited to have a 
night to myself, " _"And the masked killer somewhere in my house, " _I 
added mentally. 

"Oliver mentioned that you sounded a little off on the phone earlier, 
are you sure nothing is wrong?" 

"Dallas, seriously, I'm fine," I tried to laugh, but it failed 
miserably, "I will see you in a few minutes," I didn't wait for him 
to answer before hanging up and phone and running a hand through my 
hair for what felt like the thousandth time that day. 

Turning quick on my heel and I walked upstairs and down the hall the 
Emmy's room, noticing the door was slightly ajar when I was sure I 
had closed it tightly earlier. Pushing it open, I didn't see anything 
out of place until her bed came into view. On the butterfly comforter 
lay Emmy's favorite pajamas with her favorite plush rabbit resting on 
top of them. Beside the night clothes was a simple pair of jeans and 
a random T-shirt as if they had just been grabbed from the dresser 
(that had been yanked open with clothes hanging out) and thrown into 
their place. At the foot of the bed was her yellow duffel bag. 

A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of him listening to my 
conversation . 

Which meant he knew that I would be home alone all nighta€ 1 

I shook my head and stuffed everything into the duffel bag before 
going into the bathroom to get the rest of her things. As I left the 
house I could have sworn I heard a door somewhere in the house open 
slightly . 

When I felt my heart speed up at the thought of Michael in there, I 
couldn't tell if it was from fear or excitement. 

loot 

I ended up staying for at least an hour after dropping off Emmy's 
stuff, talking to Dallas and Oliver, reassuring them that I was okay. 
When he heard that the girls were having a sleepover, Alex 
practically begged his fathers to let him spend the night at his 
friend's house so he "didn't have to deal with the babies trying to 
get him to play with them." 

When I walked into the house, everything was exactly the way I left 
it. No knives in the tables, or papers thrown everywhere. I couldn't 
tell if that made me feel even more unsettled than the chaos I had 
been met with earlier. The only thing that caught my attention was 
the single piece of paper on the coffee table, with a note written in 
thick, black marker. At the sight of the all too familiar scrawl, I 



couldn't fight the warmth that spread through me. 


_LAST PLACE TO LOOK_ 

At first I didn't know what to make of the note. But I knew it was 
one of Michael's little riddles he seemed to take a liking to. That 
also meant he was in a slightly better mood, or as close to one as 
Michael Myers would get. 

"Last place to look, " I whispered, trying to decipher it before it 
finally clicked. If Myers was in the house, he knew I was constantly 
running around looking for him. I had to of looked in every room in 
the house twice. 

Except the basementaC 1 

Perfect . 

loot 

** (DEDICATION CHAPTER:** **Kagz4I9. Happy SUPER belated 
birthday ! ) * * 

It took me hours to work up the courage to go down into the basement, 
well past midnight. I always hated going down there, even as a kid. 

It looked like something out of a slasher film, complete with dark 
gray concrete walls and a matching floor. A few old boxes and broken 
furniture were littered around the area with the lone mattress in the 
corner that I couldn't bring myself to get rid of after Michael's 
alleged death. 

Michael always loved his basement. It was on the days when the 
bullying was worse and his family problems had hit their peak, yet he 
couldn't escape into his little sanctuary within the woods. He would 
sneak away into the darkness, believing it would swallow him up if he 
stayed there long enough. 

Sometimes he would bring me down and we would pretend that no one 
else existed outside. The only things he would acknowledge were her 
mother or Boo. His favorite thing was to tell me ghost stories, 
knowing full well that I wouldn't be able to sleep after hearing 
them. Other times, he would teach me how to fight and how to use the 
dagger. I could still remember the day he and I managed to carve our 
names into the concrete wall, complete with a date and time. 

The only reason I ever went into that basement was because I knew he 
liked my company and I was afraid to leave him alone, fearing that it 
would lead to the inevitable: him finally snapping and acting out his 
rage . 

After the trial and the house was no longer deemed a crime scene, I 
offered to help Deborah move some of Judith's old things into the 
back room of the basement. It was hard to see the woman once full of 
life and fight, suddenly withdrawn and quiet. The only time she 
showed emotion was when tending to her infant daughter or visiting 
Michael. I had completely forgotten about the names carved into the 
wall until I caught her running her fingers over Michael's name, 
trying to hold back tears. 

That was the last time I would see the Myers basement for many 



years . 


When we had first moved into the house, Emmy was still afraid of 
basements and I had no problem keeping my distance. I wasn't sure 
when Emmy had begun going down there but I did know she only made the 
trek when Michael was with her, refusing to be alone. The first time 

I had finally stepped foot in there was the night I had stormed in 

and told Michael I would help him end Haddonfield. 

Now, I stood in front of the old door, feeling my heart beat heavily 
in my chest while my stomach did somersaults. If Michael was down 
there, this would be the first time I would have seen him in over a 

year. Would he be the same as he was before he "died" or did he turn 

back into the cold, ruthless killer I had met when I first moved back 
to Haddonfield? 

There was only one way to find out. 

Taking a deep breath, I pushed the door opena€ 1 
loot 

** (BONUS BONUS CHAPTER AS A SECOND DEDICATION TO 
**_**WildSpiritCat**_** ! HAPPY SUPER BELATED BIRTHDAY TO YOU 
TOO ! ) ** 

_(ELASHBACK) -Myers Basement _ 

_Kat- 6_ 

_Michael- 9_ 

_I wrapped myself further in Michael's flannel sweater as another 
cold draft came from an unknown part of the basement. I was huddled 
in the corner, watching Michael expertly twirl a large knife in his 
hand, sometimes throwing it in the air and catching the handle with 
ease. His entire body was relaxed, but I knew that he was still 
fuming inside. _ 

"_You can't keep letting Wesley get to you," I said, breaking the 
silence between us, "He's not worth it," _ 

"_I'm tired of hearing the same crap from him every. Single. Day," he 
growled, thrusting his knife and stabbing at an invisible force. I 
could clearly see the purple bruise forming on his cheek where he had 
been punched, but I knew better than to mention it. _ 

"_I hate it down here, " I muttered more to myself, forgetting 
Michael's acute hearing. _ 

"_Then why did you bother coming with me?" he snapped, his voice 
harsher than I had heard before. But I knew the anger wasn't directed 
towards me. _ 

"_You know why," I said, firmly. _ 

"_I'm not going to do anything," he whispered, "And if I was, who's 
to say that I wouldn't hurt you because you're the only person 
around?" _ 



"_Because this isn't the first time you've been like this with only 
me here so I know you wouldn't do anything to me," I rebutted, an 
arrogant smirk on my face. It immediately fell, however, when he 
turned to face me and I noticed just how bad the bruise was. 


"_Does it hurt?"_ 

"_Only when something touches it, " he shrugged, finally coming to sit 
beside me, "In other words, once Judith is home and I go upstairs, 
it's going to hurt like a bitch," _ 

_I laughed, "You can always sleep down here again, " I gestured 
towards the mattress in the corner that Michael had finally convinced 
Deborah to buy, made up with black sheets and a dark blue comforter 
and matching pillow (courtesy of Deborah) . I wasn't sure how he was 

able to keep this little place a secret from his sister, but then 

again, Judith hated the basement with a passion, one of the many 
reasons Michael loved it so much. _ 

"_My mom said that I had to start sleeping in my own bed again, " he 
said, before his voice suddenly got a little more life in it, "But 
she did say that when Angel gets older and needs a bigger room that 

she can take mine and I can move down here, " _ 

"_By then Judith would have moved out, so what about her room?" I 
asked. _ 

"_I doubt she will ever leave, but if she did then my mom would move 
into the room and turn the downstairs one into a guest bedroom, " I 
smiled as he talked. I always loved when he would describe what his 
house would be like in the future with Judith, and hopefully Ronnie, 
gone. I only hoped he would hold out until then and not do anything 
stupid. _ 

"_Only time will tell, " I said, momentarily forgetting about his 
bruise and poking his cheek. His sudden hiss of pain made me tense as 
guilt wash over me. _ 

"_I'm sorry!" I whimpered, feeling worse by the second. He waved his 
hand. _ 

"_It ' s fine, it was more of the shock that got me," he shrugged. I 
frowned and watched him rub his cheek before he slung his arm over my 
shoulders, an action he had as of recently taken to doing, mainly to 
tell the bullies to back off from bothering me. I saw the area where 
I had pressed my finger to the bruise, that little area getting 
darker and I felt my chest constrict. _ 

_Without thinking, I leant up and pressed my lips to his cheek, 
softly kissing the injury. He froze, his eyes widening as I pulled 
away and settled back against the wall. _ 

"_Now it will feel better," I explained, "It's been proven that 
kisses make everything better, " _ 

"_You're such a child," he scoffed before noticing my harsh glare, 

"My bad, " _ 

_Silence fell between us as we stayed in a huddle; Michael playing 



with his knife in one hand while I played with a loose thread on the 
sweater. _ 

"_I still hate this basement, " I said quietly, looking at his face 
from the corner of my eye, watching him chuckle. _ 

"_Well, you better get used to it, because when I'm older this will 
be my room and you will be down here all the time when we hang out, " 
he stated smugly. I rolled my eyes and smiled before letting out a 
surprised squeak when he used his arm to pull me closer to him, now 
holding me in an awkward side hug. It was rare for him to initiate 
any kind of contact like this which only meant he was more upset 
about today than I had originally thought. _ 

"_Okay, " I said quietly and smiled before falling quiet again and 
staring at the blank, concrete wall across from me and wondering how 
Michael could do it for so long. _ 

**Review! I am sorry if this chapter is terrible! I tried my best! 
Next chapter Present day Kat goes into the basement and we get to see 
if Michael is back or not! ** 

**I'm not sure how many chapters will be left for this story so if 
there is anything you want to see please PM me and I will see if it 
can work :3 I have an idea for what I want to do but I'm not sure how 
well you guys will like it (NOTHING BAD, I'M NOT KILLING ANYONE) but 
I'm not sure yet. Maybe I should make a poll. ** 

**Anyway, school has started again so I should be better with this 
story I will try NOT to disappear for like 3 months again lolz. But 
if I do, I apologize ahead of time. Until next time,** 

**Read and Review! ** 


26. Chapter 24 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in any way =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna "Kat", Emelyn "Emmy" and my other OCs.** 

**PLEASE READ!** 

**AN: Hello my lovelies! Sorry for the delay but life as a college 
sophomore is not as fun as it's made out to be haha. Also a random 
note: HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO ME! (October 4****th****) ** 

**As a quick recap from my last note, I just wanted to say that 
"Hearts and Daggers" will be coming to an end soon unfortunately. I'm 

not sure when cause there is a lot I want to still happen and fear 

not, there may just be a sequel ; ) ** 

**Also, I have an idea for what I want to do but I'm not sure how 

well you guys will like it (NOTHING BAD, I'M NOT KILLING ANYONE) but 
I'm not sure yet. Maybe I should make a poll. If you want me to do 
that so you all have a say in the outcome of the story put in the 
reviews or PM me! ** 

**Also, I had to do some math with this chapter because it mentions a 

date from Kat and Michael's childhood. Since I was going off the 

remake, the year Michael killed Judith was Halloween 1992 (so much 



later than the original Halloween timeline) in case anyone had any 
questions about it later on. ** 

**Onwards with the story!** 

_**Chapter 24**_ 

_RECAP 

_Now, I stood in front of the old door, feeling my heart beat heavily 
in my chest while my stomach did somersaults. If Michael was down 
there, this would be the first time I would have seen him in over a 
year. Would he be the same as he was before he "died" or did he turn 
back into the cold, ruthless killer I had met when I first moved back 
to Haddonfield? _ 

_There was only one way to find out. _ 

_Taking a deep breath, I pushed the door opena€l_ 

_/oo/_ 

Stagnant air hit my face the moment the door was open and I was met 
with the dark stairway. I moved to hit the light switch, breathing a 
sigh of relief when the warm yellow light, illuminated my path. Just 
as I touched the first step, however, I heard a faint crackle before 
the light flickered and I was once again thrust into darkness. 

Just my luck. 

Returning to the kitchen, I rummaged through the drawers until I 
found a working flashlight; Michael and Emmy may have had impeccable 
night vision, but I didn't and the last thing I needed was to break 
my ankle from falling down the dark basement stairs. 

"Let's try this again," I muttered and flicked on the switch. The 
flashlight wasn't the brightest but it provided just enough light for 
me to navigate my way down, unharmed. The stairs creaked under my 
weight as the air seemed to slowly grow colder, goosebumps forming on 
my arms. I fought the shivers that were running down my spine, 
focusing all my attention on the sounds around me, hoping that 
Michael would slip up and reveal his presence. 

I could feel the cold concrete through my shoe as I stepped off the 
last stair and took in the dark room. I would often daydream about 
how Michael would have turned such a dreary place into a bedroom, but 
something told me he would keep it the way it was, save for maybe a 
carpet . 

The space was empty except for a few storage containers and the 
heater and sump pump that were hidden within the little nook in the 
back corner of the basement. Taking a deep breath, I slowly began to 
sweep the room with the flashlight, only pausing before the mattress 
came into view, trying to prepare myself for anything. But when I 
moved the flashlight to brighten the last bit of the basement, there 
was nothing there. 

I was alone. 


I couldn't help but let a pit of disappointment fill my stomach as my 



heart dropped slightly. He had to be here, he had to be alive. He 
destroyed the house to get my attention, left me a note basically 
telling me where he was. Maybe he wasn't the Michael he was before 
the incident. Maybe he did revert back to his old ways, which 
included avoiding me in a cat and mouse game. 

Sighing, I walked over towards the mattress, stopping a few feet away 
and kneeling down so I came face to face with familiar carving in the 
concrete . 

_Michael A. Myers and Kat M. Bury_ 

_October 31, 1991_ 

The date had been exactly one year before Michael killed Judith and 
the others. It had taken a good three hours to fully engrave the 
words into the wall, as well as two knives breaking in the process, 
much to Michael's frustration at the 
time . 

_/oo /FLASHBACK/ Oo/_ 

"_Damn it!" Michael swore as he threw the second knife away, the 
broken blade making a terrible sound as it skidded across the floor. 


"_Do you need another one?" I asked. _ 

"_No, I plan to carve the rest of it using my nails!" he growled 
sarcast ically , before disappearing up the stairs in search for 
another knife. I knew he wasn't really angry at me, but rather how 
flimsy normal kitchen knives were. Ironically, Michael never had much 
patience with his blades growing up. _ 

_When he returned he was brandishing a large butcher knife and 
immediately set back to work carving in the date. I had been trying 
to ignore the harsh sound the metal made against concrete, but it was 
getting harder the longer he worked. Finally I heard him give a 
relieved sigh and drop the knife on the mattress. _ 

"_Done, " he said with a proud smirk on his face. I looked at the 
words, tracing the letters with my fingers before smiling happily. 


"_You better not cover this when you move your room down here, " I 
warned. _ 

"_After all the time I put into carving it?! Hell no," he almost 
sounded insulted at the accusation. He stood up and brushed off his 
costume pants, picking up a large jack o lantern bucket. _ 

"_Let ' s go before all the good candy is gone," he said. We spent a 
good half of the night running all over Haddonfield, collecting as 
much candy as we could before returning to the Myers basement where 
we traded sweets until we both fell asleep. I was pretty sure Deborah 
had taken a picture of us the next morning before waking us up. 


/oo/END FLASHBACK/oo/ 



A fresh wave of sadness and disappointment filled me as I let myself 
sit on the mattress before laying down, the fresh smell of fabric 
softener hitting my nose. Emmy always made a point to get the sheets 
cleaned every week in case Michael did come back he would, in her 
words: "Have a nice bed waiting," 

Last night, Emmy had snatched the sheets from the clean laundry as 
soon as they were done and disappeared downstairs for a couple of 
hours before returning with a proud smile on her face. 

I continued to stare at the concrete wall, my body relaxing into the 
old mattress, momentarily forgetting where I was. Sighing on more 
time, I let myself close my eyes and begin to fall into another 
daydream . 

The sudden sound of something scraping against the concrete shattered 
the silence. 

I sat up sharply, ignoring the blood rush to my head as I stared into 
the darkened room. The flashlight had rolled away from me and was 
casting a dim light over to the far side of the basement, leaving 
everything else in darkness. Another scrapping noise echoed and I 
lunged for the flashlight, refusing to let my body curl up into a 
ball as I sat on the mattress, scanning the room with the little 
light I had. I slowly stood and took a few steps forward. My 
breathing was coming out heavier as I tried to tell myself not to 
freak out; it was probably Michael taunting me. 

"_And if it isn't Michaela€ 1 "_ my mind trailed off at the sudden 
feeling of a presence behind me. 

My body was frozen in place, unable to even attempt to turn around, 
even when I felt something cold and sharp brushing down my arm; 
applying just enough pressure for me to feel it but not hard enough 
to actually break skin. At least, I hoped not. 

Everything seemed to stand still as the sharp tip of the object 
reached the top of my wrist, right where the limb met my hand that 
was holding the flashlight. My free hand, which I had unconsciously 
rested on the waistband of my jeans, reached over and began to slowly 
pull out my dagger. 

I don't know why I thought that would be a good idea because I 
suddenly felt a large hand wrap around and grab my wrist, keeping it 
still, my blade pressed against the skin of my hip while the sharp 
pressure on my other wrist grew ever so slightly. I was trapped. 

In a blur of movement, I found myself in the air and landing on the 
mattress which knocked the wind out of me. I heard the sound of my 
dagger clatter against the ground while I coughed and gasped for 
breath . 

The figure loomed over me, the flashlight having flown out of my hand 
once more, leaving us in shadow. My eyes tried to adjust to the 
darkness as the figure knelt down and leaned towards me. I felt my 
heart stop and my body freeze, no longer trying to catch my breath. 

It wasn't until the shadow turned its head to the side that I 
realized only one person had such a signature move. 

"Michael, " I breathed, my eyes finally adjusting as I stared at the 



white mask. My body remained frozen, too nervous to make a sudden 
move and have him lash out. Relief and anger both flooded through me. 
Relief that he was alive and angry because he hid himself from me for 
so long; let me suffer for an entire year thinking he had died for 
good. Letting Emmy think he was gone forever. 

"You have no idea how mad I am at you right now, " I breathed, staring 
into his black eyes. He didn't move, didn't react at all to my voice. 
The sharp pressure previously on my wrist, which I now knew was his 
knife, was still in his grasp, except now it was resting beside my 
head. The sharp edge cold against my ear and I knew any fast movement 
would leave me with a new cut. Over the year, all my wounds had 
finally healed, aside from the deep gash in my shoulder that had 
become a jagged white scar; it would always play a cruel reminder of 
the only time Michael physically hurt me. 

I took a few moments to take in our position. His body had moved 
overtop of mine, one leg on top of my mine, the knife wielding hand 
against my shoulder pushing me further into the mattress, and his 
other hand over my throat using just enough pressure for me to know 
it was there. He was ensuring I couldn't get up unless he allowed 
it . 

I gathered as much courage as I could and lifted my hand to rest on 
his wrist that connected to the hand holding the knife. He still made 
no movements, only staring intently at me as if trying to predict my 
next move . 

"I don't know whether to shout at you or hug you but both options are 
out of the question at the moment considering our position, " still 
nothing, "You know, I'm starting to lose feeling in my legs," 

His hands flexed and I was briefly worried about the grip on my neck 
growing any tighter but breathed a small sigh when he finally moved 
his hand, pulling it away and placing it on the other side of my 
head. Neither of us moved after that. 

In his entire year's absence, I tried to imagine ways we could have 
reunited. But everything seemed far too out of character for him and 
I would find myself becoming depressed at the memories that would be 
triggered because of such daydreams. 

"Michael, " I whispered again and that finally seemed to break 
something in him. His free hand suddenly grabbed my hair and twisted 
his fingers into the chocolate locks, yanking my head backwards so my 
neck was exposed. I got a few ragged breaths out, willing myself not 
to panic, before I felt him pull my upwards and then false lips were 
pressing against my mouth. 

I wasn't sure how to react; this was the _LAST_ thing I expected from 
this encounter. I was able to lift my hands and rest them on his 
forearms, the uncertainty in my movements blatantly obvious. I didn't 
know what to do. 

"_You know exactly what to do, my mind corrected, _"You're just too 
scared to, 

I felt crazy, mentally arguing with myself. I wanted to deny that I 
was scared, that I was simply overwhelmed by the sudden turn of 
events and how much Michael was acting anything but himself at the 



moment . 


"_Maybe he got a head injury when he collapsed last year, my mind 
continued to reason, _"He hit the ground pretty hard after getting 
pelted with bullets!" _ 

Realizing that I wasn't responding, I felt Michael grip my shoulder 
tighter, his other hand twisting in my hair harshly, causing me to 
involuntarily whimper from the pain. Maybe he was still recovering, 
maybe he had a head injury after all, maybe he would realize what he 
was doing any moment and shove me away in blind ragea€ 1 

"_There is only one way to find out, " _my mind taunted. 

"Then shut up, " I mentally growled and all voices in my head stop 
leaving just me and Michael. I opened my eyes, not knowing I had even 
closed them in the first place, and saw Michael staring back at me 
with clear blue eyes. The faintest bits of black swirling behind 
them. It was then I realized I had actually spoken out loud. . . 

He turned his head to the side, studying me. No doubt I had confused 
him with that random outburst . Taking a few deep breaths and 
swallowing any of my remaining worries, I locked eyes with 
him . 

"That obviously wasn't meant for you," I said awkwardly before 
finally surging up as far as I could with him holding me down. 
Thankfully, it was just enough for my lips to connect with his masked 
ones once more. 

After all, it wasn't every day that the person you love comes back 
from the dead. 

loot 

_** (DEDICATION CHAPTER TO MYSELE EOR MY OWN BIRTHDAY!) * *_ 

_(Emelyn "Emmy") _ 

When we lived in California, I would have sleepovers with my friends 
during the summer when there was no school. I was always the 
prankster of the group; placing rubber bugs and reptiles in sleeping 
bags was my signature. My real specialty though was telling the best 
scary stories that would keep you awake for a week at minimum. 

When Cara first came to me with the idea of a sleepover, I wasn't 
sure what to say. Living in Haddonfield for almost two years, I had 
quickly gotten used to the idea of being an outcast, being known as 
Michael Myers' daughter which made me basically untouchable. I was 
still getting used to the idea that I had a friend here, in fact, 

Cara had become my _best friend_ and that was something I never had. 
None of my old friends did I ever consider a best friend. 

"So, do you believe in Bloody Mary?" Cara asked, bringing me out of 
my thoughts. She was brushing her hair in front of her mirror, 
getting a few knots out before bed. After telling a few ghost stories 
and urban legends back and forth, we had decided to test the age old 
theory of Mary. 

"Not really," I shrugged, "It sounds kind of stupid when you think 



about it. A girl trapped in a mirror for all eternity and attacks 
only when you say her names three times in the dark, " 


"I think you're just scared to do it," she said smugly, placing her 
brush down. 

"I am not!" I argued, "Have you ever done it?" 

"No, " she shrugged. 

"So how do I know you're not scared?" I demanded. 

"I'm not," she said, "I just don't want to do it alone," 

"So you are scared!" 

"I am not!" she stood and stormed over to the light switch and within 
seconds the only light left was her dim desk lamp. 

"So, why aren't you scared?" she asked. 

"I'm the Boogeyman's daughter!" I laughed, "I have no reason to be 
afraid of _anything_! " 

She nodded and walked over to her vanity mirror, staring at her 
reflection as I walked up beside her. Neither of us spoke for a few 
minutes . 

"Why aren't you afraid?" I asked, not failing to notice the dark tone 
my voice had taken. 

"Because I have my best friend with me," she said, "And she's the 
Boogeyman's daughter," 

I smiled, which she easily returned before taking my hand and we 
returned to looking at our reflections. Simultaneously taking deep 
breaths, we began to speak in unison, 

"_Bloody Mary, 

"_Bloody Mary, 

"_Bloody Mary, " _ 

A knock at the door left us both shrieking as Oliver pushed the door 
open and running in, clearly in a panic. 

"What's wrong?" he asked. 

"We thought you were Bloody Mary, " Cara whimpered as she and I held 
each other. She pulled away and turned to me. 

"I thought the Boogeyman's daughter wasn't afraid of anything? 
_Especially_ Bloody Mary!" she yelled. 

"Well when the person next to you starts shrieking, it's only natural 
that you follow suit!" I yelled back. 

"What's going on?" Dallas called as he ran into the room, looking 
from Oliver to me and Cara. 



"They were playing Bloody Mary when I knocked on the door, " Oliver 
explained, rubbing his forehead. Dallas gave a sigh of relief and 
slumped against the wall. 

"Well, I guess that heart attack I just had was for nothing, " he 
tried to joke. 

"It's the first of many," Oliver said before turning back to us, "I 
was just coming to see if you girls were ready for bed, " 

"I don't know if I can sleep now," Cara said. I nodded in agreement 
and went to my sleeping bag where my stuffed bunny rested, lifting it 
up and clutching it to my chest. Cara went to her bed and did the 
same with her teddy bear. 

"Maybe I should sleep in your bed," I said to her, "Just so we aren't 
separated if she comes, " 

"Good idea, " Cara threw her covers back and I jumped up, pulling the 
comforter over us. Oliver and Dallas watched the entire scene with 
amusement as they both began to tuck us in, each giving Cara a kiss 
on the cheek. 

"Goodnight girls," Oliver said, "and don't worry. Bloody Mary isn't 
real, " 

"Yeah, if she was, Cara's Aunt Sasha wouldn't be here today," Dallas 
added, "She used to play that game every chance she got with her 
friends, " 

"We'll take your word for it," I said uneasily as we watched the 
couple leave turn out the light and leave the room. More than 
anything I wished that Michael was there, standing in the corner of 
the room, waiting for me to fall asleep; his way of putting my fears 
at ease. 

I took a deep breath and rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling, 
watching the shadows from outside dance along the surface. I listened 
to Cara shift beside me and curl up into a ball before turning to 
face away from me. Her breathing was slow and even, meaning she had 
already fallen asleep. 

My grip on my bunny tightened as I turned my head to lock eyes with 
my reflection in the mirror. My heart squeezed painfully in my chest. 
Bloody Mary never scared me. I used to dare kids to do test the urban 
legends themselves. But this time, I was on the receiving end and I 
didn't like it one bit. 

I wasn't sure how many hours passed with me looking from my 
reflection to the shadows on the ceiling to back at my reflection 
again. I could slip down to the kitchen and call home so mommy could 
tell me that Dallas and Oliver were right, that there was nothing to 
worry about. But I couldn't leave Cara aloneaC 1 

Just as I was finally managing to close my eyes, a sudden movement 
from the shadows caused my eyes to burst wide open. My heart was 
beating wildly as the movement continued and I sat up in bed, biting 
my bottom lip painfully. My eyes were quick to adjust to the darkness 
again and I easily made out a large shadow that could only belong to 



one person. 


"Michael!" I whispered loudly and slipped out of the bed, careful not 
to jostle Cara and wake her up. I ran over and quickly gripped his 
leg, momentarily forgetting my fear. I felt him lift me and I 
squeezed his neck quickly before pulling away. 

"You smell like mommy," I said. I could recognize my mom's perfume 
anywhere and for some reason, Michael smelled _a lot_ like it. Did he 
finally reveal himself to mommy? But why would he smell like her so 
much? 

He turned his head to the side and placed me back down. I shifted my 
weight from foot to foot and looked anxiously at the mirror 
again . 

"Hey Michael, did you and mommy ever play Bloody Mary?" I asked, 
looking up at him. He just stared for a few moments before giving a 
barely noticeable shake of the head. 

"So you don't know if she's real or not," I pouted, "Cara and I said 
her name and now we don't know if she is going to come out of the 
mirror and get us," 

"Can I sleep with your knife under my pillow just in case I need to 
defend myself and Cara?" I asked. I shifted my weight again before 
Michael lifted me up again and carried me back to bed. He pulled the 
covers over top of me and then walked over to my sleeping bag, which 
was left abandoned on the floor, and picked it up. I watched him walk 
over to the vanity and threw the sleeping bag over the mirror, 
covering the glass completely. 

"Now she can't escape?" I asked hopefully and was rewarded with a 
barely there nod. I smiled widely and curled back under the 
blankets . 

"Just be sure to be gone before everyone wakes up, " I told him 
drowsily, "This family is still off limits, " 

I tiredly noticed him walk to the window and open it before climbing 
out of sight. In the back of my mind I noted that we were on the 
second floor and I got back out of bed, looking outside, but there 
was nothing there. No body in the yard, no one walking away. It was 
like he vanished in thin air. 

"He needs to teach me that, " I whispered to myself and went back to 
bed. I spared one last look at the now covered mirror and felt any 
worries I had earlier leave me, letting me fall into a peaceful 
sleep . 

**AGAIN PLEASE REVIEW (or PM if you prefer) IE YOU WANT ME TO PUT UP 
A POLL TO LET YOU GUYS DECIDE IE I SHOULD GO THROUGH WITH MY IDEA EOR 
THIS STORY!** 

**Review! Okay, so this bonus chapter may not be the best, it may 
even be a little bad, but it's very late/early here and I'm 
half-awake so hopefully that is a valid excuse lolz. Not sure when 
next chapter will be coming, but hopefully it won't be too long a 
wait. Until next time, ** 



**Read and Review!** 


27 . Chapter 25 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in any way =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna "Kat", Emelyn "Emmy" and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Hello my lovelies! HAPPY LATE HALLOWEEN! I am so sorry this is 
coming later than I planned, some things came up that I had to take 
care off so I was pulled away for a little bit. Eorgive 
me ! ** 

**PLEASE READ!** 

**THE POLL WILL REMAIN ON MY PROEILE EOR A LITTLE BIT AETER THIS 
CHAPTER HAS BEEN UPLOADED SO THERE IS STILL TIME TO VOTE. THANK YOU 
SOO MUCH TO ANYONE WHO VOTED OR SENT ME A PM ABOUT YOUR OPINON! IT 
REALLY HELPED WITH MY DECISION. THOSE WHO STILL WANT A SAY YOU STILL 
HAVE TIME SO GO VOTE OR MESSAGE ME!** 

_**So I'm beginning the chapter with a little bit of a "What-if?" 

scenario between Kat and Michael on Kat ' s 17** **th** ** birthday 

(September 5** **th** **) also remember Michael's birthday is 

October 19** ** so in the "What-if" beginning Michael is 19 

going on 20 and Kat is 17. Also that would make Laurie/Angel/Boo 
around 11-12 I believe. **_ 

**Onwards with the story!** 

_**Chapter Twenty-Eive* *_ 

_/oo/_ 

_* * (Kat ar zyna "Kat")**_ 

_I knew I was dreaming the minute I woke up and found myself in my 
old room in my childhood home. However, gone was the little girl's 
room and in its place was a room with deep violet walls and black 
furniture. Clothes seemed to spill out of the closet and schoolwork 
littered the nearby desk. I had yet to look at the pictures on my 
nightstand when I rolled over and a piece of paper that had been 
resting on my stomach fell to the floor. Leaning down to pick it up, 
my heart skipped a beat at the familiar handwriting: 


_**Kat, **_ 

_**Sorry I have to leave, it's late (unless you consider 2am early) 
and I don't want to wake you up. I have to babysit Boo later in the 
morning while my mom is at work. 

>Come by and the three of us will celebrate your 
17<strong> ** birthday properly. **_ 

•k -k 

_In the back of my mind, I briefly thought of how people weren't 
supposed to be able to read in their dreams, but I quickly shook the 
thought away and placed the note down. The handwriting was a dead 
giveaway that it was Michael who wrote it. Michael, who was writing 



in complete sentences and apparently had spent the night at my house; 
in my room. And in this dream, if I was seventeen, that meant he 
would be nineteen, going on twenty. Years before he was even Michael 
Myers: The Boogeyman._ 

_Sliding out of my bed, I walked over to my dresser where a large 
mirror rested and took in my appearance. My hair was longer than it 
was in reality, reaching the bottom of my tailbone and curling at the 
ends; though at the moment it was a knotted mess. My face was 
skinnier but still held a few traces of baby fat and my limbs looked 
almost too long for my body. I looked exactly as I had when I really 
was seventeen. _ 

_I opened the first dresser drawer and threw off the large, black 
T-shirt I was wearing and changed into jeans and a simple gray tank 
top. I walked down the stairs and saw my father's large figure in the 
kitchen, in his old spot, looking out the window with a beer bottle 
in his hand. For a moment my chest clenched at the sight of him 
before the usual numbness returned. _ 

_Suddenly the dream blurred and the scene shifted until I was walking 
down the street, following the familiar path to the house I now 
called home. There was a rose garden in the front yard on either side 
of the porch steps; Deborah's rose garden. Gardening was Deborah's 
way to relieve stress and escape her troubled home, just like 
Michael's escape was his masks. After Deborah's death, I tried to go 
to the house as often as I could to make sure the roses were watered 
and taken care of. I wasn't surprised when I returned and saw that 
the garden had withered away and I never had the chance to create a 
new one . _ 

_The house was oddly silent as I walked up the steps and towards the 
front door. There was no yelling, no insults, no drunken slurs. I 
half expected the violent sounds to start up as soon as I knocked on 
the door, but instead I heard a high pitched shriek before the sound 
of calm footsteps making their way to the entrance. I barely had time 
to react as the door pulled open to reveal a sight I never thought I 
would see. _ 

_It was Michael, but unlike how I had ever seen him. He was still 
tall and built but his hair was slightly shorter, the blonde locks 
falling straight down to touch the top of his shoulders; just like 
how he had it when we were kids. His skin had a healthier glow to it 
from actually getting sunlight and, surprisingly enough, he wasn't 
wearing a mask, showing off his unique blue eyes. He wore a loose 
pair of dark jeans and a black T-shirt. _ 

"_About time you showed up, " he muttered before I heard feet bounding 
towards us. Suddenly, Michael was flung to the side and a young girl, 
covered in what looking like flour and dough, stood in his place. 


"_Hi Kat ! " she gave a huge grin and grabbed my hand pulling me in. I 
was in shock at the child in front of me. Tall and lanky with long 
blonde hair and stormy blue eyes, she looked like a slightly older 
version of Emmy. _ 

"_Dammit Boo!" Michael's snarled as he pushed himself off of the hall 
closet where she had pushed him. His voice was so much deeper than 
the last time I heard it, but it fit him perfectly. I faintly heard 



Boo apologize before taking my hand and dragging me towards the 
kitchen where a small cake was waiting for me on the table. _ 

"_I made it by myself except for when Michael had to put it in the 
oven for me," she stated proudly. _ 

"_That ' s because the last time you handled the oven, you nearly 
burned the house down," he mumbled, walking up behind me. He dug into 
his pocket and pulled out a lighter, walking over and lighting the 
single candle in the middle of the cake. I felt awkward standing 
there as Boo belted out, quite enthusiastically, "Happy Birthday" 
while Michael simply stood there, staring intensely at the flame. For 
a moment I felt his hand curl around my waist before pulling away 
once he realized what he was doing. _ 

"_Okay, now make a wish and blow out the candle, " I closed my eyes 
and took a deep breath, unsure of what I was wishing for exactly, 
before blowing out the candle and listening to Boo clap happily. 

Then, she disappeared from the room. _ 

"_She saved up her allowance to buy you a present. She's been very 
secretive about it though, " Michael said as he walked over to one of 
the drawers and pulled out a large butcher knife; his knife. He 
twirled it in his hands for a few moments before cutting a large 
slice of cake and then a smaller one. He pulled out three forks and 
placed one on the smaller slice for Boo and the other two in the 
larger one for us to share. _ 

_We ate in silence until Boo returned with a neatly wrapped box in 
her grasp, her smile so bright it rivaled the sunlight streaming in 
through the windows. She proudly handed me the present and I felt a 
wave of excitement overcome me as I sat down at the table and pulled 
the paper away. Inside was a beautiful silver pendant engraved with 
the outline of a cat on a matching silver chain. _ 

_The dream became a blur and shifted again. When everything came back 
into focus, I found myself walking down the set of stairs that led to 
the Myers basement. But, when I got down there, I was shocked 
surprised to find that it had been converted into a bedroom. 

Michael's bedroom. _ 

"_When did you move down here?" I found myself asking. Michael, who 
had once been behind me, had walked over his desk and began riffling 
through the drawers. He turned for a moment and gave me a weird look 
before continuing his search. _ 

"_When Judith finally moved the hell out of here and Boo took her old 
room. My mom moved upstairs into my old room, " he said slowly, 
"Remember?" _ 

"_Ronnie-, " _ 

"_My mom finally dumped his ass like six years ago when I was 
thirteen." He said, walking over and placing a hand on my forehead, 
"Are you sick or something?" _ 

_I was momentarily lost at the feeling of his skin touching mine 
before I pulled myself away, a little too sharply. He raised an 
eyebrow at me . _ 



"_I'm fine, I guess I'm more tired than I thought," I muttered. 


"_Sure, " I could tell by his voice that he didn't believe a word I 
said, but he dropped it and returned to his desk and pulling out a 
crudely wrapped box. _ 

"_Here, " he thrust the object into my hands and stood there 
awkwardly, waiting for me to unwrap it. The sight almost reminded me 
of when he gave me the mask he made when we first met. I suppressed a 
chuckle and began to pull away the paper until only a simple black 
box remained. I pulled off the lid and inside was a black, leather 
cuff bracelet with an intricate "K" sewn into it._ 

"_Wow, " I whispered. Silently Michael took the cuff from me and 
fastened it around my thin wrist. The soft, black leather was such a 
stark contrast against my pale skin, "Thank you, " _ 

"_Don't worry about it," he shrugged, "Kinda had to get you something 
or else I would have the face the wrath of Boo, my mom and you, " 


_I felt myself smile as I continued staring at my newest accessory 
when I felt a pair of strong hands grip my arms and pull me closer. 

My breath stuttered as I found myself pressed against his chest, his 
arms around me in an awkward embrace. _ 

"_I'm not a hug person but since it's your birthday I'm making an 
exception," he said as a way of explanation, "But don't get used to 
it," _ 

_I smiled and pressed myself a little closer, enjoying the warmth 
that flowed off hima€l_ 

Suddenly my eyes snapped open and I was back in the dark, musty 
basement; alone on a worn mattress and a thin blanket covering me. I 
stared at the dark ceiling and ignored the chill that ran over my 
body from the usual cold of the room. It wasn't the first time I had 
dreamt about what it might have been like if Michael never snapped 
all those years ago, but ever since coming to Haddonfield, those 
dreams had been few and far between. 

My body ached as I sat up and began to search for my clothes; at 
least they weren't ripped up this time. Though I know it should have, 
it barely registered that I had no idea where Michael had disappeared 
this time. Instead, I slowly dressed myself and made my way upstairs, 
into the kitchen. I looked at the clock. It was a little past noon. I 
needed to pick up Emmy in a little bit. 

After going upstairs and changing into a new outfit, I went about 
making a small breakfast of eggs and bacon for myself and curled up 
on the couch, turning on the TV. 

"_In unrelated news, a body was found early this morning along one of 
the wooded trails in Haddonfield Park, the anchor said and that got 
my attention. Reaching over for the remote, I turned up the 
volume . 

"_Though police haven't released the victim's identity yet, it has 
been ruled a homicide. The victim had shown signs of putting up a 



struggle before her death. The cause of death was multiple stab 
wounds to the chest and face, 

"_Could this be the work of our own Haddonfield Boogeyman, Michael 
Myers? Though he has been declared legally dead as of last year, this 
wouldn't be the first time the mass murderer has somehow been 
revived. Or could this be a copycat who is simply gaining inspiration 
from the infamous killer? Police are working tirelessly to find the 
culprit-, a sudden knock at the door jerked me away from the news 
report as I put my food on the coffee table and went to answer 
it . 

"Dr. Loomis!" I said, a small smile forming on my face. He had left 
Haddonfield shortly after Halloween when he got called away due to 
some conference I never bothered to get the name of. 

"Katarzyna, " he nodded as I let him in. He looked around as we walked 
into the living room, and I was briefly worried that he would catch 
sight of the kitchen table and piece everything together. 

"How was the conference, " I asked, hoping to distract him. No such 
luck . 

"It was rather fascinating the first two days but then it kind of 
went downhill from there, " he said. He looked at me and raised an 
eyebrow . 

"I would ask how you are doing, but from the looks of your neck I 
assume the answer is very well, " My face heated up as I rushed into 
the front hall where a mirror rested on the wall. Sure enough, my 
neck was covered in bite marks. I would need to cover those when I 
went to pick up Emmy. 

"Do I need to ask you left those or do I already know him?" Loomis 
asked from behind me. I leant over and grabbed my purse where I knew 
I had makeup stored away. I was quick to cover up the bite marks to 
the best of my ability before turning and coming face to face with 
Loomis one more. 

"You know I was having a good morning, " I said, walking back into the 
living room and picking up my breakfast. I continued eating as he sat 
in the chair beside the couch. 

"I've been in town barely twenty-four hours and already I have you 
bit up and a body in the woods, " 

"How do you know that body was Michael's doing?" I asked, "And how do 
you know these marks were caused by him? For all you know he is still 
dead and I actually met someone, " 

"As if Emmy would let another man near you, " he scoffed. 

"She slept over a friend's house," I said, "How do you know that I 
didn't have a sleepover of my own here?" 

Loomis gave me a smug look and I went back to my food. I knew he 
didn't believe me, even I didn't believe a word I said. 

"What do you think about every time you and Michael have 

ana€ 1 _int imate_ moment he goes out an savagely murders someone?" he 



asked . 


"I think I may have to move somewhere secluded and hope that he 
follows me so that way when there _is_ an intimate moment, I'm 
technically saving lives, " I said smoothly, "How are you not more 
curious on how he is alive?" 

Suddenly Loomis looked tired, "I have been down this road so many 
times that nothing surprises me anymore. I don't even know why I 
assume every attempt is the final one, " 

I hummed softly before getting up and taking my plate into the 
kitchen and placing it in the sink. 

"Well, I hate to cut this random meeting short, but I need to pick up 
Emmy from her friend's house," 

"Kat, I'm worried about you," he said suddenly. I stopped in my 
tracks and turned to him. 

"Worried about me?" 

"This relationship you and Michael seem to be developing, " he said, 

"I don't think you are grasping the full reality of the situation and 
just how bad things can get, " 

"Michael and my relationship isn't anything to worry about," I stated 
calmly . 

"You're sleeping with him!" 

"Twice! I slept with him _twice_! And both those times were extreme 
moments of weakness and emotion that couldn't have been helped but 
it ' s fine ! " 

"And what if something came out of that? What if you became pregnant 
again? " 


I didn't respond. I hadn't even thought of that possibilitya€ 1 How 
could I be so stupid? ! 

"That isn't going to happen," I said softly. 

"How can you be so sure? Are you taking birth control? I doubt you're 
using the proper protection. This is a very real issue," he said. I 
made a face at his words before regaining composure. 

"I don't know! It's a situation I will have to deal with if it comes 
up but I can honestly say right now that it won't be an 
issue, " 

"Again, how can you be so sure?" I didn't answer and he sighed before 
continuing . 

"Look Kat, let's say hypothetically that you did become pregnant. 

What would you do? How would you tell Emmy and Laurie? How would they 
react? How would Michael react and I think we both know the answer to 
that one! Better yet, think of Haddonfield! The whole town will be 
out for you, " 



"I don't know!" I finally shouted, "I don't know! I didn't think 
about it and I know I should have! I'm smarter than that! But what's 
done is done and at this point we can only hope it won't happen and 
if it does, I will figure it out, " 

"Forgive me Katarzyna, I didn't mean to upset you," he said softly, 

"I just need to show you the reality of the situation," 

"I know the reality, Loomis," 

"Obviously not if you didn't think of this," he pointed out. 

"I need to pick up Emmy," I said, grabbing my jacket and walking with 
Loomis to the front door, "Thanks for visiting, " I deadpanned. 

"I'm sorry Katarzyna, this is not how I planned this visit to 


"I understand," I said, walking faster than normal towards my 
car . 

"I was actually hoping to see Emelyn when I first arrived, I wanted 
to see how she was adjusting, " he told me, obviously trying to change 
the subject. I unlocked the door and threw my purse onto the 
passenger seat before turning back to him. 

"She's doing good," I said, "She has a new friend and the two of them 
are attached at the hip. She also seems to be less angry now that she 
has someone her age to bond with, " 

"That's good," he smiled in relief and I could see in his eyes it was 
genuine. At the end of the day, he did care for Emmy just as much as 
the rest of us. 

"Sometimes the two of them remind me of how Michael and I were back 
then, " I continued, "But maybe a little less disturbed, " 

That made him chuckle, "Well hopefully I'll have the honor to meet 
this friend one day, " 

"That's up to Emmy," I said, getting into the driver's seat, "If you 
want you can wait here while I go pick her up, I shouldn't be more 
than ten minutes, " 

"Thank you for the offer, but I must go see Laurie for a little bit 
so maybe afterwards," I nodded and watched him walk to his own car. I 
waited for him to drive out of sight before slamming my head against 
the steering wheel. 

How could I be so stupid? So irresponsibly stupid? ! I had been so 
caught up in reconnecting with the memory of my Michael that I didn't 
assess _all_ the risks that came along with it. I thought my biggest 
worry would be him harming or killing me. Pregnancy never crossed my 
mind . 

I needed to talk to someone, to get this off of my chest and just 
have a confidant about this. But who could I go to? Loomis only 
proved that he would make the situation worse with his incessant 
questions. Laurie would probably have a heart attack, panic attack or 
both if I revealed everything to her. Loomis brought up a very good 



question: How would I tell Laurie if I really did get pregnant? 
Immediately I shook my head, I couldn't think about that now; one 
problem at a time. 

That only left Dallas and Oliver but they didn't seem like a good 
choice either. Sure, they were fine when I told them about my past 
with Michael and Emmy's parentage, but at the same time, they 
believed he was dead. Would I be risking Emmy's friendship with Cara 
if I confided everything in her fathers? It was only natural that 
they would want to protect their daughter, but would that mean 
separating the girls? Not only that, but I would be losing two of my 
only friends in the process. Did I want to take that big a risk? 

I took a deep breath and started the car. Perhaps I should just wait 
and see how everything played out. Last night would definitely be the 
last time Michael and I would be intimate so if nothing came out of 
it, then I could keep it all a secret. But if things didn't work in 
my favor, then I would spill my guts to them. 

It was a terrible plan, but it was the only one I could think 
ofa€ 1 

Some genius I was . 
loot 

_(Emelyn "Emmy")_ 

I knew something was wrong the minute Dallas answered the door and 
mommy walked in. There were dark circles under her eyes, which looked 
slightly bloodshot from no sleep. And though the others may not 
notice, I could tell there was makeup on her neck. 

But what bothered me most was the expression on her face. She hid 
behind masked happiness, but I could see the conflict running across 
her features. Something was wrong and she was hiding it. 

"Emmy, are you okay?" Cara asked, coming up beside me and handing me 
my backpack. I slung it over my shoulder and turned to her. 

"Does my mom look okay to you?" Cara studied her a moment before 
responding . 

"She looks like she could use some sleep, but other than that, no, " 

We watched our parents talk before the three of them disappearing 
into the kitchen, Oliver saying something about them needing to move 
someplace private. Dallas and Oliver were smart men, they would know 
something was up and they would get mommy to tell. 

"I wonder what they are talking about," Cara wondered out 
loud . 

"Only one way to find out, " I responded, putting my bag on the couch 
and moving towards the kitchen, making sure to remain 
hidden . 

loot 

_(Katarzyna "Kat")_ 



Once we were in the kitchen, I ended up spilling everything. All they 
had to do was give me a look; the kind a disappointed parent gave to 
a child in trouble. They had mastered that look and it was powerful 
enough to tell them _everything_. 

"How could I be so stupid?" my voice broke once again as I rested my 
elbows on the island and covered my face in my hands. This was not 
how I planned this encounter to go. I wasn't going to say anything 
unless I knew for sure something came out of it. But that was the 
problem with having close friends; you can't hide anything from 
them. 

"I'll completely understand if you want to distance yourselves from 
Emmy and I now, " I rambled on, "Believe me when I say I never 
intended to put anyone at risk, _especially_ your 
family-, " 

loot 

_(Emelyn "Emmy")_ 

My body felt cold as I listened to everything my mother said. I 
didn't fully understand what she meant at some points but there were 
two things that stood out very clearly for mea€ 1 

My mom could very well be pregnant 

And we were possibly losing Dallas, Oliver and Cara out of fear. 

I couldn't let that happen. I needed to say something. I needed to 
tell them that they were safe. That Michael wouldn't harm 
them . 

"Stop!" I shouted and watched the three of them jumped and turn to 
me, "Michael isn't going to hurt them! They're off limits!" 

"Emmy-," my mom began. 

"No, I saw Michael back when Cara and I first met, I told him that 
this family was off limits and that he wasn't allowed to hurt them," 

I explained desperately, "He promised and I'm the only person he 
keeps his promises too! He's been here for weeks and no one here has 
gotten hurt! He wouldn't hurt me like that," 

"Emmy-," she tried again. 

"He wouldn't," I whimpered and felt tears fill my eyes. Before anyone 
could react I turned and ran out of the house, my mom and Cara 
screaming after me. I forced myself to stop at the front gate and 
turn back to the house where my mother stood in the doorway, Oliver's 
hand on her shoulder and Cara at her side. She looked so upset. 

"He promised!" I yelled, "I'll prove it! I'm going to the woods so 
just leave me alone!" With that, I turned and ran towards one of the 
only safe places I knew. 

loot 

_(Katarzyna "Kat")_ 



I wanted to go after her. My entire body was ready to run, but I held 
myself back. She had Michael's temper as well as his need to be alone 
in order to cool off. The woods were where he would go and probably 
where he still went after things got too stressful. She would be safe 
there. I had to let her calm down. 

I felt like the worst parent in the world, letting an eight year old 
run off into the woods alone and not go after her. 

But then again, Emmy wasn't like other eight year olds. She wasn't 
like other kids, period. 

"I'm sorry," I whispered to no one in particular, "I'm so sorry," I 
felt Oliver's hand tighten comfortingly on my shoulder. 

"Are you going to go after her?" I heard Dallas ask softly. 

"No," I said softly, "She's exactly like Michael, she needs to be 
alone when her temper gets out of hand. She's safe in the woods. No 
one will touch her there, " And if she was going to where I thought 
she was, she would have Michael watching her every move. 

Despite my maternal instinct telling me to go after her and fix 
everything . 

"I'm the last person she wants to see," I continued, "I basically 
just ruined her life, " 

"You didn't ruin it," said Oliver, "Yes, you may have complicated it 
a bit, but nothing is ruined, " 

"You sure about that?" 

"I am," he responded softly. 

"If you truly believe she is safe, then I'll trust your judgment," 
Dallas said, though I could hear in his voice he wasn't happy with 
the words coming out of his mouth. 

"Dad? Daddy?" we turned around to see Cara standing by the kitchen, 
the most confused look on her face, "Can I go to the playground for a 
little bit?" 

"I don't know Care-," Oliver started. 

"Actually that will give us time to talk, " Dallas cut him off, 
"Besides, there's not much she can do here right now," Cara was quick 
to put on her sneakers and rush out of the house while we sat down in 
the living room. 

None of us noticed her look back towards the house before turning and 
disappearing into the woodsaC 1 

loot 

_(Emelyn "Emmy") _ 

I walked into Michael's old clearing, feeling a calm rage burn inside 
me. It wasn't my mother's comments on possibly being pregnant that 
angered me. In fact, those thoughts calmed me a little bit. 



I always wanted to be a big sister but never thought it would happen. 
Mommy was only ever in love with Michael. Sure, in California she 
would go on a date or two, but none of them stuck around for the 
third date. Sometimes she would turn them down, other times they 
would turn away when they found out about me. Mommy would always 
respond by saying I was all she ever needed. And I had felt the same 
way until now. 

Now I had more than just mommy. I had Cara and her family. I had 
Michael, who had just come back into our lives. I may very well have 
a little brother or sister soon that I would protect and help take 
care of. 

Those thoughts made me happy. 

It was the thought of losing all of that that made me angry. The 
thought of losing Cara and her family because of who Michael was that 
made the familiar rage burn in me. And there was nothing I could do 
about it . 

I let out a frustrated shriek and threw myself against the base of 
the tree, barely registering the pain in my knee when it scraped 
against one of the roots. None of this was fair. 

"Emmy!" my head shot up at the sound of Cara's voice. 

"Emmy, are you out here?!" she called, "If you are just yell back to 
me ! " 

What was she doing? 

"Cara!" I shouted and moments later, the redhead came into view. Her 
face was flushed and she was struggling to catch her breath, as if 
she had been running for hours . 

"Are you okay?" I asked. 

"I should be asking you that," I said as I watched her walked up and 
take a seat beside me. 

"I had to run fast so no one would see me," she waved her hand 
dismissively , "I just need to catch my breath," 

"What are you doing out here?" 

"I wasn't about to leave you alone after a blow up like that," she 
answered as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. Neither of 
us spoke for a few minutes as Cara got her breathing under control 
and her skin was no longer flushed. 

"Are you mad that your mom may be having another baby?" she asked 
finally . 

"Of course not, that's probably the best thing to come out of all 
this," I said, "I always wanted Michael and my mom back together 
somehow, but it seemed impossible when I actually met him. But now, 
it seems to be happening a little and the cost is losing all of you 
guys, " 



"We aren't going anywhere," Cara shook her head, "You don't know my 
dads, they have been through a lot of stuff since long before Alex 
and I were born. I don't think they are going to leave you and your 
mom, especially not now when she seems to need her friends the 
most, " 

I sniffled but remained quiet as Cara continued. 

"Besides, between you and me, I think Alex would find this whole 
thing really cool. He seems obsessed with your dad, always looking up 
stuff on his computer after our dads go to bed, " she said, making me 
laugh a little. Cara swung an arm over my shoulder and pulled us into 
a tight hug, the two of us leaning against the tree under the carving 
my mom and Michael made years ago. Maybe Cara and I could be like 
them. 

Best Friends Forever. 

We sat in a comfortable silence for a while, staring at the leaves 
falling and blowing in the wind. I could hear squirrels and other 
small animals scurry around the clearing, at one point a bunny came 
out of the trees and hopped past us, unfazed. 

Then a new noise came. Heavier crunching of leaves and twigs; like 
footsteps, from someone wearing boots. 

"It might just be my mom," I suggested when I saw Cara's nervous 
look. We remained still as we continued to listen to the footsteps 
come closer towards the clearing. Maybe I should have brought a 
weapon with me when I came out here. Did I have enough time to look 
for one? 

My internal question was answered for me when a shape appeared at the 
entrance to the clearing. Cara gasped audibly but I immediately 
relaxed when I recognized the large shape. 

"Hi Michael, " 

**Review! Again I am sooo sorry this is coming so late but school has 
kinda taken a bad turn and so things got a little out of hand. I hope 
you liked this chapter because I really need some good news right now 
haha. ** 

**AGAIN THE POLL WILL REMAIN UP EOR A LITTLE WHILE AT LEAST UNTIL I 
EINISH THE NEXT INSTALLMENT SO IE YOU HAVEN'T VOTED OR GOTTEN YOUR 
SAY YET IN THE QUESTION OE KAT GETTING PREGNANT AGAIN, DO SO NOW! 


**(P.S. If you haven't realized it, this chapter was a set up for the 
outcome of the poll just in case lolz. I needed to cover all the 
bases haha) ** 


28. Chapter 26 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Halloween series in any way =(. But I 
DO own Katarzyna "Kat", Emelyn "Emmy" and my other OCs.** 

**AN: Thank you to everyone who voted in the poll! I was so happy 
when I was reading the numbers, especially because it was all working 



out in my favor about where I wanted this story to go since the very 
beginning. ** 


**HOWEVER, once this Arc in the story finishes, we all may have to 
accept the fact that **_**Hearts & Daggers**_** has to start coming 
to an enda€ 1 BUT DON'T WORRY! I have ideas for a sequel and even side 
stories so if everyone stays with me and wants future one-shots of 
the Myers clan (starring Emmy probably) Let me know!** 

**I may even do another poll for you guys to choose from if you want 
or PM me. But this story has become very special to me and I'm not 
ready to say goodbye so don't think once this is over that I'm going 
to disappear ; ) ** 

**Onwards with the story!** 

_**Chapter Twenty-Six* *_ 

_/oo/_ 

_RECAP 

"_It might just be my mom," I suggested when I saw Cara's nervous 
look. We remained still as we continued to listen to the footsteps 
come closer towards the clearing. Maybe I should have brought a 
weapon with me when I came out here. Did I have enough time to look 
for one? _ 

_My internal question was answered for me when a shape appeared at 
the entrance to the clearing. Cara gasped audibly but I immediately 
relaxed when I recognized the large shape. _ 

"_Hi Michael, 

_/oo/_ 

_(Emelyn "Emmy" POV)_ 

I could practically feel Cara's anxiety as she pressed herself 
against the tree, staring at Michael's intimidating form as he 
stalked closer to us. I quickly ran my hands over my face to make 
sure I hadn't, unconsciously , started crying earlier. The last thing 
I needed was for Michael to pick up something was wrong. But knowing 
him, he already had. 

He stopped a few feet away from us and turned his head to the side, 
waiting for me to make the next move. There was an uncomfortable 
silence before I heard Cara whisper my name, confusion evident in her 
voice. Slowly, she made her closer, pressing close to my back. I 
cleared my throat . 

"Michael, this is my best friend Cara, " I said, gesturing to the girl 
who had become a statue beside me, "Cara, this is Michael MyersaClmy 
dad, " 

The phrase was so foreign to my tongue. Michael Myers, my dad. I 
never referred to him as such; he was always "Michael" just like when 
we first moved here, mommy was "Kat." I didn't like it; it didn't fit 
him. No title really fit Michael Myers unless it was "The 
Boogeyman . " 



Cara barely managed to squeak out an unintelligible response. The 
tension was thick between the three of us as I felt Michael's black 
eyes bore into mine. He seemed angry; angry at me . I wouldn't be 
surprised if he had seen my outburst back at Cara's house. I didn't 
like his dark gaze directed at me, it made me vulnerable. I didn't 
like being vulnerable. 

Then, he knelt down and pressed his hand on the side of my leg, next 
to my knee which had been completely scraped up from when I threw 
myself against the tree. I had forgotten all about it because of my 
anger, but now, the dull pain was beginning to set in. I winced as he 
pressed a few fingers along the skin, examining it before reaching 
into one of the pockets of his shirt and pulling out two, small white 
rags; something he probably carried in case _he_ got hurt. Taking one 
rag, he began to clean away the blood before using the other one to 
wrap around my knee, covering the wound, creating a makeshift 
bandage . 

"Thank you," I said quietly. He stood and fixed another dark gaze on 
me and I felt myself break. 

"Mommy doesn't believe that you won't hurt Cara and her family," I 
finally said, feeling Cara's nails dig into the back of my shirt as 
if trying to stop me from losing my temper, "I tried to tell them 
that you promised but mommy wouldn't listen!" 

Michael took a few steps closer and Cara's grip tightened, her nails 
nearly piercing my skin under the fabric. I squirmed and forced her 
hands free before storming up to Michael, gripping the hem of his 
shirt, tightly, and staring into the holes of his mask. 

"I don't want to lose Cara and her family. Her dads actually treat 
mommy nicely and are the only friends she's had since we moved out of 
California. Cara and her brother are the only kids in school not 
afraid of me and don't treat me like I have the plague! They can't 
leave!" I learned a few years ago I had inherited my mother's talent 
of being able to cry on cue, but could never understand how or when 
such a skill would come in handy. Until now as I let a few tears run 
down my cheeks. It was no secret I was Michael's weakness, even more 
so than mommy was, and I wasn't afraid to use that in my favor. Not 
anymore . 

"You have to convince mommy, " I sniffled for effect and felt his hand 
gently pat the top of my head. I tried not to let the smirk show on 
my face. It would give me away, "She probably wouldn't be like this 
if she wasn't so scared about possibly being pregnant," 

Suddenly the hand on the top of my head froze and I heard Cara gasp 
behind me before I realized what I had said. Damn, so close. I pulled 
away and looked up at his vacant eyes that were a swirling mix of 
blue and black. 

"You didn't know about that," I said slowly. He continued to stare at 
me as I backed up slightly to take in his emotions better. Cara came 
closer and clasped my hand in hers as we all fell into a tense 
silence once more. 

"It never crossed her mind until that Dr. Loomis mentioned it," Cara 
piped up and I nudged her in the ribs. Michael's eyes immediately 



hardened at the name and all traces of blue were gone. He spun on his 
heel and began to leave the clearing, seeming intent of finding 
something to take his rage out on. Or to track down Loomis. 

"No!" I shouted and ran after him, still clasping Cara's hand. I let 
go and threw myself in front of him, blocking a little of his path, 
"If you do something now, that won't help our case with Cara's 
family, " 

"I really doubt my dads will abandon you and your mom," Cara said 
quietly from her position behind Michael. She no longer seemed 
bothered by him, "Especially now when she seems to need them the 
most. Obviously if we are around you guys, we aren't in any danger 
because we don't treat you badly," 

"But it's not every day that you get told your child's best friend is 
the offspring of the boogeyman, " I said, "Paternal instinct tends to 
take over when you believe your kid is in danger, " 

"If I can convince my dads and you can convince your mom, then we 
should be okay," Cara shrugged, "I mean, considering we have been 
alone in this clearing for who knows how long and Michael hasn't 
harmed either of us, makes me less on edge, " 

I gave her an appreciative smile before looking back up at Michael 
with pleading eyes, "Please, not today, " 

He stared down at me for what felt like hours, his eyes never 
changing from their abysmal black. For a moment, I was certain that 
he was going to ignore me, go find someone and stab them to his 
heart's content. Cara came to stand beside me, keeping her eyes glued 
to the ground and her hand wrapped around my bicep. Finally, Michael 
began to move forward, but instead of pushing past us, he put a hand 
on each of our shoulders and turned us around, pushing us towards the 
trail leading back to Cara's house. I knew this wasn't over. It was 
too easy, Michael never gives in completely. But for now, I was 
forced to drop it as he led us away from the 
clearing . 

loot 

_(Katarzyna "Kat)_ 

Not long after Cara had left, Alex came home with a black eye and 
split lip, explaining he had gotten into a fight with some 
neighborhood kids defending Emmy. 

"_It ' s not right that this town feels it's right to pick on some 
little girl! She is eight years old! Who cares who her damn parents 
are?! That shouldn't have anything to do with her!"_ 

After his outburst, he disappeared to his room where Oliver began to 
follow to get the full story. 

"_He ' s a fifteen year old boy. He was bound to get into fights at 
some point. Goodness knows I was constantly in some kind of fight at 
his age. It's only natural," Dallas had said. _ 

"_You were a reckless, rebellious, kid back then, " Oliver had pointed 
out halfway up the stairs, "And over my dead body will I let Alex go 



down that road. It was hard enough reforming one bad boy; I'm not 

going two for two, 

"_Okay, first you're making us out to be one of those stupid romantic 
comedies where the good girl finds a bad boy and makes him change the 
error of his ways, " Dallas said, "Second, It only took you a year and 
a half to "reform" me as you put it, so it will probably take less 
for Alex, " _ 

I hadn't heard what Oliver had responded, but it made Dallas laugh as 
he went into the kitchen for a drink. Any tension once in the house 
had slowly disappeared thanks to that conversation. I couldn't hide 
that I was grateful Alex seemed to become so protective over Emmy, 
seeing her as another little sister; she needed that. But the last 
thing I wanted was more people hurt because of us. 

I was silently looking out the living room window when the girls 
emerged from the trees. 

"They're back," I said as Dallas walked out of the kitchen and 
placing a glass of water on the table. He walked over to the door and 
opened it just in time for the two girls to bound through, Emmy 
nearly throwing herself at my feet and Cara at Dallas'. 

"Emmy, what happened to your knee?!" I cried, seeing a bit of red 
bleed through the thin fabric of the crudely wrapped, makeshift 
bandage. No doubt Michael's handiwork. 

"I sorta fell against the big tree in the clearing and scraped my 
knee against one of its roots, " she explained, poking at the wrapping 
and wincing. 

"Don't mess with it," I scolded, pushing her hand away and sighing, 
"We better get home and clean this up, " 

"No need, we have some bandages in the bathroom, " Dallas said, 
shaking Cara off his leg so he could go get them, "Then when I get 
back, you better have an explanation of why you lied and said you 
were going to the park," he directed towards Cara. 

"I do!" she nodded, breathless and jumped onto the couch to 
wait . 

"You're sure you're ready for a second one? They don't get any 
easier," he joked before running upstairs. I smiled before looking 
between the two girls, a little put off at the huge smiles on their 
faces. They reminded me of those old movies Michael and I would 
watch; the ones with the creepy dolls that had the same grins. 

"You seem to be in a better mood than when you left, " I muttered, 
lifting Emmy onto the coffee table and pulling away the rag just as 
Dallas returned with the first aid kit. The scrape wasn't nearly as 
bad as I had assumed, most of the blood had dried and except for a 
bit of dirt in the wound, the only problems Emmy would have was 
bending it for a while. 

"I am," Emmy said. 

"I got to meet Michael," Cara smiled and I nearly dropped the 
bandages . 



"What?" Dallas and I asked at the same time. 


"He isn't that scary. He only does bad things to people who threaten 
Kat and Emmy. He didn't even look at me after Emmy introduced us. So 
we should be safe, " Cara said. I looked at Emmy for more 
explanation . 

"Cara followed me to the clearing to make sure I was okay and Michael 
must have been in the area because not long after, he came and fixed 
my knee," she clarified, "He wasn't too happy with me though, I think 
he heard me yelling earlier, " 

I never thought I would hear Emelyn Michelle Myers sound 
_embarrassed_. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from 
smiling at how adorable she sounded. Now was definitely _not_ the 
time . 

"But then I slipped up," she said, looking at me apologetically. Uh 
oh . 

"What do you mean?" 

"I accidentally mentioned that you might be pregnantaC 1 " I felt the 
air get punched out of me as the room went silent. 

"Well, at least you don't have to worry about what to tell him?" 
Dallas shrugged, sitting beside Cara. I finished putting on the 
bandage and fell back against the couch. 

"I should take Emmy home and let you help deal with Alex. Besides, 
you probably have a lot of talk about, " I finally said. Dallas sighed 
and nodded as Emmy and I walked to the door. I shouted my goodbye 
upstairs to Oliver to yelled his reply back. 

"I really am sorry for dragging you into this," I said to Dallas 
quietly, "I know that this is the last thing you expected when you 
moved to a small town, " 

"What? Becoming best friends to the town outcasts who happened to be 
involved with the local legend of the bloodthirsty boogeyman?" he 
asked with a small smirk and I flinched at his words, "Don't worry 
about it, Oliver and I always talk about needing excitement in our 
lives, " 

I tried to smile as he pulled me into a hug, "Seriously Kat, it is a 
lot to take in, but you need us right now and we aren't going to 
disappear unless he turns his sights towards us, " 

"Michael seems to favor people who treat Emmy or I badly. Or want to 
date me, " I said, thinking of Ethan and feeling my heart ache, 

"Seeing as how you want neither of these things and Emmy seems to 
have Michael wrapped around her finger, you should be okay, " 

"And that's just what we need to hear," he smiled. I smiled back 
before walking down the street with Emmy in tow. 

"So does that mean Cara and her family are staying?" she asked 
hopefully . 



"Seems like it, " I breathed, relieved, "But they are still going to 
have to talk about it, " Emmy nodded in understanding and we continued 
the walk in silence. Things weren't going to be easy, especially if I 
did end up getting pregnant, but at the moment, it didn't seem as 
overwhelming. I wasn't alone in this anymore. 

Thankfully, a few days later, Dallas and Oliver would tell me they 
decided to stay in Haddonfield. I knew as long as they didn't 
interfere or do anything to betray us, they would be safe. Both 
things were impossible when it came to them which made me even 
happier . 

loot 

_(A few weeks later- December 1st) _ 

I felt weird the moment I woke up; not sick, but weird. Something 
didn't feel right. I looked out the window and took in the dark 
dreary clouds overhead, preparing for the snowstorm the news had been 
following for days now. Perhaps that was the reason I felt off. 

I barely made it into the hallway when my stomach flipped violently 
and I was suddenly running into the bathroom, emptying what little 
was in my stomach. I panted heavily and gripped the toilet for 
support when I saw Emmy appear in the doorway. 

"Mommy? Are you okay?" she asked. 

"I'm fine," I tried to smile reassuringly but that only led to 
another round of vomiting. I groaned and fell against the wall. I 
closed my eyes I tried to move, but it only made me more nauseous. 
Emmy shifted on her feet, looking more worried than I had ever seen 
her . 

"I'm fine Emmy," I said. 

"No, you're not," she shook her head and vanished from the room. It 
took another fifteen minutes before I could manage to stand on 
semi-steady legs and make my way down the stairs. I curled up on the 
couch just as I heard the sound of someone hanging up the 
phone . 

"Emelyn Michelle, what have I told you about using the phone unless 
it is an emergency?" I demanded in the best stern voice I could 
muster . 

"This _is_ an emergency!" she gritted out and my eyes 
widened . 

"Please tell me you did not call an ambulance, " I whispered. 

"Of course not!" she sounded insulted, "I called Dallas and Oliver 
but I forgot that they all went back to Ohio for the week to visit 
Oliver's parents. So I tried calling Laurie, but she wasn't home 
either. So, I tried calling Dr. Loomis but he is out with the police 
doing something," she muttered angrily. 

"Seriously Emmy, it is probably another stomach flu going around, " I 
said, "I'll be fine," 



But I wasn't fine. That entire morning I had ran up and down the 
stairs to the bathroom and vomiting even when my stomach had nothing 
left to hold it felt like. Finally, it seemed to settle down and I 
was able to sit at the kitchen counter, holding a bottle of water 
tightly . 

"Perhaps it's your time of the month?" Emmy asked 
cautiously . 

"Emmy-!" I began but immediately stopped dead in my tracks. Time of 
the montha€ 1 when _was_ that? 

I walked upstairs to my bedroom where my calendar was. Looking passed 
all the assignments and engagements that were planned for the month; 

I looked through the month of December but couldn't find anything. 
Moving the calendar back to November, I looked through the dates and 
felt my heart stop. 

November 16th 

I was due back on November 16th 
15 days ago. 

Oh no . 

I turned and ran back to the kitchen, grabbing the phone and dialing 
the last number called. 

"Hey, it's me," I said breathlessly. 

"_Are you okay Kat?"_ 

"No I don't think I am. Can you please come over? But I need you to 
pick something up on the way," I took a deep breath. 

"_What ' s that?"_ 

"A pregnancy test, " 

loot 

"You have _no idea_ how many weird looks I got when I was paying for 
this," Dr. Loomis said holding the paper bag out to me the moment I 
opened the door. 

"Probably nowhere near as bad as they would have been if _I_ had 
bought it," I muttered, taking the bag, "I'll pay you back as soon as 
I can, " 

"No need, " he said, patting me on the shoulder, "Why did you have to 
call me though?" 

"Because my only other friends are out of town and Laurie wasn't 
picking up the phone, " at his panicked expression, I quickly 
continued, "I called her friend and she is there currently nursing a 
hangover. Apparently it was someone's 21st birthday and Laurie had 
one too many, " 


Loomis gave a sigh of relief and I made my way up to the bathroom 



preparing myself for whatever was about to happen. 
loot 

_(Emelyn "Emmy")_ 

I was curled up on the couch trying to distract myself with cartoons 
when Dr. Loomis came in and took a seat beside me. Upstairs, I heard 
the bathroom door close. 

"Mommy might be having a baby," I said softly, more to myself. 

"So I hear," he responded, "How are you feeling?" 

"If you mean do I hold any homicidal feelings towards my possible 
sibling, the answer is no. Despite popular belief, I'm not the exact 
replica of Michael," I answered sharply. I heard him suck in a breath 
before continuing. 

"That wasn't what I meant but thank you for sharing that," he cleared 
his throat again, "I meant how are you feeling about possibly being a 
big sister?" 

"I'm excited," I answered almost immediately, "I'm going to protect 
them and teach them everything I know, help mommy take care of 
them, " 

"I'm glad to hear," he said and I could hear the smile in his 
voice . 

"I wonder if this is how Michael felt when Deborah was pregnant with 
Laurie," I said quietly. Loomis didn't answer but I was too lost in 
my thoughts. How did Michael feel about becoming a big brother? Was 
he excited like me? Or was he dreading it up until Laurie's birth and 
realized how much he loved his new baby sister? 

Maybe I should ask him next time I saw hima€ 1 

loot 

_(Katarzyna "Kat")_ 

The phone on my alarm went off but I didn't move from my seat on the 
edge of the tub. My body felt numb while my heart hammered in my 
chest. I was terrified to learn the results of the test. If it was 
positive, I would need to make a doctor's appointment to confirm. If 
it was negative, I could breathe a sigh of reliefa€l 

Right ? 

My stomach and chest both clenched at the thought of a negative 
result, even more so then they did at the thought of it being 
positive. I should be hoping for it to be negative, anything else 
would mean more problems in this twisted town and more danger. 

I took another deep breath and finally stood on shaky legs, walking 
to the sink where the test sat on the edge. I closed my eyes as I 
picked it up, terrified of what I would see. I could feel my heart 
beating harder as I finally opened my eyes and felt all the air leave 
my bodya€ 1 



It was positive. 


**Review! I am soo sorry this is coming late again but it is 
currently time for Finals here so I am multitasking between all the 
stuff I need to do. Thankfully work gives me the down time to just 
sit and type haha. Next chapter we get to see the aftermath of this 
positive test and maybe even Michael's react iona€ 1 * * 

**Until next time,** 

**Read and Review! ** 


29. Chapter 26 12 

**AN: SERIOUSLY READ GUYS, PLEASE:** 

**I HAVE BEEN INEORMED BY TWO REVIEWERS THAT THIS EANEICTION WAS 
COPIED AND PUBLISHED ONTO A SITE KNOWN AS WATTPAD (ALSO CALLING IT 
THEIR OWN AND ASKING IT NOT TO BE STOLEN, EVEN GOING AS EAR AS TO 
COPYRIGHT IT ON THE SITE) . WATTPAD IS A SITE THAT I AM ALSO ON TO 
PUBLISH ORIGINAL WORK. ** 

**I WROTE THIS EANEICTION BECAUSE I LOVE THIS EANDOM AS WELL AS A WAY 
TO HONE MY WRITING SKILLS. IE YOU WANT TO WRITE A EANEICTION OE YOUR 
OWN, HAVE YOUR OWN IDEAS. I WOULD HAVE BEEN MORE THAN WILLING TO HELP 

YOU WITH A STORY IE YOU HAD ASKED ME INSTEAD OE STEALING MY OWN WORK. 
* * 


**I HAVE ALREADY REPORTED THIS PERSON AND REQUESTED IT BE TAKEN DOWN. 
IE I HEAR ABOUT THIS AGAIN I WILL HAVE NO CHOICE BUT TO TAKE DOWN 
THIS STORY AS WELL AS POSSIBLY MY OTHER STUEE . AS EAR AS I KNOW THE 
ACCOUNT AND STORY ON WATTPAD IS GONE BUT THAT DOESN'T MEAN EVERYTHING 
IS OKAY** 

**THIS IS NOT EAIR TO THOSE OE YOU WHO ARE TRULY READING THIS TO 
ENJOY IT. I CAN'T SAY HOW ASHAMED I AM OE THIS PERSON AND BELIEVE 
THAT WHATEVER HAPPENED EROM THIS SHOWS WHAT WILL HAPPEN IN REAL LIEE. 


**THANK YOU TO THE GUEST REVIEW WHO TOLD ME ABOUT THIS, SINCE I CAN 
NOT CONTACT YOU PERSONALLY. IE IT WASN'T EOR YOU THIS PERSON WOULD 
HAVE GOTTEN AWAY WITH THIS ACT AND I CAN'T TELL YOU HOW HEARTBROKEN I 
AM THAT SOMETHING LIKE THIS HAS HAPPENED. SO THANK YOU, GUEST 

REVIEWER, IE YOU HAVE AN ACCOUNT I WOULD PM YOU TO SHOW MY THANKS. 

* * 


**ALSO THANK YOU TO **_** "Emily mx !"**_** FOR POINTINTG IT OUT AS 
WELL AS MESSAGING THIS PERSON TOO. ** 

**TO EVERYONE ELSE PLEASE KEEP TRACK OE YOUR STORIES IN CASE SOMEONE 
ELSE TRIES TO STEAL YOURS. MAKE SURE YOU LOOK ON OTHER SITES YOU MAY 
HAVE ACOUNTS ON AS WELL AS LET YOUR READERS KNOW BECAUSE I WAS LUCKY 

ENOUGH TO HAVE YOU GUYS TO SEE THIS AND COME TO ME WHICH I CAN NOT BE 

MORE HAPPY ABOUT. WE CAN'T LET THIS HAPPEN TO THE WORKS WE PUT SO 

MUCH TIME AND EEEORT INTO. ** 

**I APOLOGIZE BUT THIS WILL BE MY LAST UPDATE EOR A WHILE. 


* * 



**-APRIL** 


**/oo/** 

_** (PREVIEW EOR CHAPTER 27) ** 


"_How the hell can you be pregnant?!" Loomis growled at me as we 
stood in the kitchen, the pregnancy held tightly in my hands. I sent 
Emmy out to play as soon as I read the results and pulled Loomis into 
the kitchen. _ 

"_I'm pretty sure you are familiar with the process doctor," I 
answered sarcast ically . _ 

"_Kat, do you realize the dangers in this situation? Not only with 
telling Michael but for your family as well!" _ 

"_I am well aware of what I'm facing!" I yelled, "I not only need to 
tell Laurie and wait for this town to put the pieces together but I 
also have to tell the father who happens to be the Boogeyman! I'm 
trying to take this one step at a time and you are NOT helping!" 


"_Kat, I'm not going to abandon you; I will help support you as much 
as I can and protect you from the town with the best of my abilities, 
but there's only so much I can do. My reputation isn't exactly what 
it used to be, " he said softly, placing a hand over one of my own as 
a way of comfort. _ 

"_Thank you," I whispered, "Eirst I need to tell Emmy, then Laurie. I 
can tell Dallas and Oliver when they get back from Ohio. Then I will 
figure out Michael, " _ 

"_Normally people choose to tell the father first, " _ 

"_Since when have I been a normal person?" I asked, glaring. I pulled 
away and walked to the back door, opening it and looking out into the 
backyard. Emmy was on the far side, close to the trees, looking as if 
she was digging in the dirt, her once clean clothes now covered in 
dust and probably mud. Eor a brief second I questioned what she could 
have been searching for, but I dismissed it, choosing to focus on the 
more important topic. _ 

"_Emmy?" I called, waiting for her to look up at me, "Can you come 

inside? There's something I need to tell 

you, 

_xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx_ 

_ (MICHAEL POV) _ 

_Michael waited until Kat and Loomis led Emmy into the dining room 
before he entered the house. Something was going on and whatever it 
was, Kat was doing everything in her power to hide it from him. 


_He entered the basement, in case someone decided to hang around in 
the kitchen before making his way up the stairs to the mudroom, 
listening for any voices. _ 



_When he walked into the kitchen, he could hear the muffled voices on 
the other side of the house where the three were talking. He needed 
to find out what it was. _ 

_Just as he began to leave the room, he noticed something on the 
counter. A small object that Kat or Loomis must have been forgotten 
when they ushered Emmy into the house. Walking closer to the object, 
he recognized it, but his mind didn't seem to want to accept it. 
Tucking his knife into his waistband, he lifted the stick for closer 
inspection. _ 

_It was a pregnancy test. _ 

_And it was positive. _ 

_He and Kat needed to have another conversation. As soon as Loomis 
was gone and Emmy was safely in bed, he would make sure she couldn't 
avoid him. _ 

_Make sure she couldn't escape him. 


_xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx_ 

_(That night)- KAT POV_ 

_I stood in the doorway of Emmy's room, watching her sleep with her 
stuffed rabbit and sucking her thumb; an occasional habit she claims 
not to have. She had been ecstatic, like I had predicted, when I told 
her the news; overjoyed to be a big sister. The light that shone in 
her eyes looked the same as the light Michael once had whenever he 
saw his baby sister all those years ago. _ 

_I placed a hand over my still flat stomach and wondered what would 
happen when the baby was born. There was no way we would have a 
normal family. It was laughable to think of a scenario where Michael 
would settle down and Emmy wouldn't turn more into him. It was a 
scenario I didn't want to see. _ 

_Quietly leaving the room, I walked down the hall towards my room, 
exhaustion finally taking its hold on me. Pushing the door open, I 
ignored turning on the light, choosing to just crawl into bed in my 
sweatpants and T-shirt when something stopped me. Something which 
suddenly closed my door and walked up behind me. Something that 
grabbed my arm to tell me it was there. _ 

_That something being Michael. _ 

_Crap. _ 

_Pulling my arm away, I turned towards him and my breath caught in my 
throat at the sight of him. His eyes were black with the faintest 
hints of blue, burning into me as if they were looking for something. 
Neither of us moved for a few minutes before he reached into his 
pocket and pulled a white stick out for me to see. My heart stopped 
when I realized it was my test. He must have found it. _ 


Crap . 



"_Yeah, I'm pregnant," I breathed, waiting for him to respond while 
my stomach flipped with nerves. _ 


30. Chapter 27 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own Halloween in anyway; however I DO own 
Katarzyna, Emmy and the other OCs in the story, as well as the plot 
of Hearts and Daggers. ** 

**Okay! Sorry for being away so long, I started school again so 
things got in the way as well as other original works I got caught up 
with. ** 

**I ALSO STARTED POSTING THIS STORY ON MY WATTPAD ACCOUNT (one my 
many writing accounts haha) WITH THE USERNAME 

****"****Celtic_Wish****"**** (THE LINK IS ON MY PROEILE IE YOU GUYS 
WANNA CHECK IT OUT!) So that is taking some time. ** 

**But I am back now and I'm going to try and keep true to the 
Halloween movies while balancing Kat ' s pregnancy with Michael's 
child. If anyone has any ideas or something they want to see happen 
in here, feel free to PM me and I will look into it to see what I can 
do ** 

**Also, I am also going to use some of the preview from my last 
update but I have been getting different ideas working in my head so 
there will be quite a few changes. ** 

_**Chapter 27**_ 

_/oo/_ 

I held the pregnancy test tightly in my hand, staring at the two 
lines as Loomis angrily paced the kitchen floor. 

"How the hell can you be pregnant?!" he growled and I suddenly felt 
like a child again being scolded by a parent. 

"I'm pretty sure you are familiar with the process doctor," I 
answered sarcast ically . Loomis stopped pacing and casted a glance 
into the backyard where I sent Emmy to play. Then he turned to face 
me once again. 

"Kat, do you realize the dangers of this entire situation?" he 
demanded, "Not just with Michael Myers, but also Haddonfield as a 
whole ! " 

"I'm aware of what I'm going to face!" I snapped, "I know what all of 
this entails and believe me when I say this was not what I was 
planning in the least! I am trying to take this one step at a time, 
but you are _not_ helping!" 

My outburst seemed to make Loomis realize just how anxious I was and 
his eyes suddenly softened. He sat down across from me and took my 
hands into his own, the test falling onto the surface between 
us . 

"Listen to me Katarzyna," he began calmly, "I am not going to abandon 
you in this. I have always stood by those involved with Michael, 



especially you and Laurie, so there is no way I'm backing down now. I 
can protect you from the town with the best of my abilities but I 
can't make any promises; there's only so much I can do. My reputation 
isn't what it used to be," he squeezed my hands and gave a comforting 
smile . 

"Thank you, " I whispered. 

"Now, I know you are going to want to kill me for bringing this up 
again, but I truly believe that the best thing to do is to leave 
Haddonfield, " I must have made a face because Loomis quickly 
continued, "I understand that this place is ironically a safe haven 
for Emmy and that her bond with Michael is far too deep for any of us 
to comprehend, but look at the bigger picture. You are having a baby 
along with raising an eight year old already. The father of these two 
children is a monster who knows nothing except rage and murder. You 
are an exceptionally smart girl, far beyond your years, but it is so, 
_so_ clouded by childhood fantasies you've clung to ever since your 
best friend was put away for murder, you don't think straight. You 
need to get out while you can and keep your family from harm, " 

I could hear the genuine care in his voice as he spoke and as much as 
I hated to admit it, he was right. I did let my feelings cloud my 
judgments and the result was me putting myself into a bigger mess 
than I could ever imagine. I really should look into moving away and 
trying to start over, that would be the more reasonable thing to do, 
but then againa€ 1 

"Who's to say me just packing up and moving won't do Emmy more harm 
than good?" I finished the thought aloud. Loomis only stared, "Ever 
since we moved here, before Michael even came back into the picture, 

I watched Emmy come out of her shell so much more than she ever had 
in California. Now, she's so attached to Michael and, not to mention, 
finally has a best friend, if I move us, it could really hurt 
her, " 

I stood and walked over to the window, watching Emmy in the backyard. 
She was on the far side, right along the tree line, looking as if she 
was digging something in the dirt. Her once clean clothes were now 
covered in dust and what looked like mud. I groaned at the 
sight . 

"And just think, you're going to have another one," Loomis said, 
coming up behind me, "And this one might be a boy, " 

"Shut up, " I muttered and went to the door, calling Emmy inside and 
trying not to imagine just how much leaning would need to be done 
once the muddy child was inside. 

loot 

_(Michael's POV)_ 

Michael knew something was up the moment he saw Kat send Emmy out 
into the yard before sitting down with Loomis at the kitchen table. 
The entire time, he noticed something gripped tightly in her hand. 
Something was going on and she was doing everything in her power to 
keep it under wraps . 


In the back of his mind, he knew it would be easier to simply sneak 



into the mudroom from the basement and listen in on their 
conversation, but it would be just as easy, not to mention quicker, 
if he got the information from Emmy who wasn't as good as keeping 
secrets as she thought; a trait she had no doubt inherited from her 
mother . 

Keeping close to the trees, Michael made his way to Emmy, watching 
her find a patch of dirt and start digging with a strange 
determination. Her clothes were quickly splashed with dirt and mud as 
she used her hands to push the debris out of the way. He walked as 
close as he could without being seen by Kat if she were to look out 
the window, and waited for the little girl to notice him. When she 
did, she looked up with a bright smile, her face covered in dust and 
her hair slowly but surely coming out of its ponytail. 

"Hi Michael, " she said brightly, "Before she left, I told Cara that 
we had people buried in the backyard and she didn't believe me, so 
I'm trying to find a bone to bring to her as proof," she explained 
before continuing her digging. Michael only stood there, watching as 
she grunted in annoyance before starting to dig in a new spot. A few 
minutes passed in silence before Emmy sat up, wiping a dirty hand 
across her forehead, leaving a muddy streak along the skin. She took 
a few deep breaths before looking up at him curiously. 

"Can I ask you a question?" she asked. He only stared. 

"Were you excited about being a big brother when your mom told you 
she was pregnant? Or did you hate the idea until Laurie was born?" 
her question surprised him; something that _NEVER_ happened to 
Michael Myers. How had he felt when he found out about his mother's 
pregnancy? Where had _that_ question come from? When it came to Emmy, 
he found that there was always a reason behind her questions and the 
only current theory he could form based on this question left an 
uneasy knot in Michael; another emotion that was uncommon to 
him. 

"Well?" she demanded, "I'm not asking for a book, I just want a 
simple yes or no. Pat my head twice for yes and once for no. Were you 
excited when your mom first told you about having a baby?" 

Michael ignored the attitude in the girl's voice as he thought back 
to all those years ago. His mother and father had called him into the 
living room and sat him on the couch next to Judith before telling 
them the news. Judith hadn't been happy, claiming that she was happy 
being an only child before he came around and now she had to deal 
with another sibling. Eor Michael, it was different. He had been numb 
at first to the news, not quite comprehending what his mother had 
just told him until his father spoke, 

"_Did you hear that buddy?" he asked with a smile as he placed a hand 
on Michael's shoulder, "You're going to be a big brother!" _ 

Once he heard those words, realization had filled him; he was going 
to be a big brother. He would get the chance to take care of his 
little brother or sister and treat them better than Judith ever 
would. He could be the favorite sibling and get them on his side for 
whenever Judith became too much. If he was lucky, it would be a boy 
and then Judith would be outnumbered against them. He would have a 
partner in crimea€ 1 



"Michael?" he was snapped out of his memories and looked down at Emmy 
who was still waiting for an answer. Slowly he reached out and patted 
her on the head twice. 

"So you _were_ excited from the beginning, " she smiled, "Good, " he 
turned his head at her response. 

"It's a long story, and mommy should really be the one to tell you, 
buta€ 1 , " she looked around and motioned for him to kneel to her 
height. He wasn't sure what possessed him to do such a thing, but 
before he knew it, he was down to her level and she brought her face 
close to his as if about to tell a grave secret. 

"I might be a big sister!" she whispered excitedly, "That's why mommy 
is talking to Dr. Loomis; she might be pregnant!" 

Michael stood as Emmy continued digging a couple minutes more before 
Kat called her in, thankfully, not seeing him amongst the shadows. 
Kat? Pregnant? No, it wasn't possible. However, the voice in the back 
of his mind, a voice that he believed was long dead, told him 
otherwise; this is what happens when you slip up. 

This is why he should have gotten her away before it got to this 
nearly inconceivable point. He needed proof though, to make sure Emmy 
wasn't exaggerating. Eor all he knew, she was jumping to conclusions 
and got over excited. 

Just as he was about to make his way towards the house, he stopped. 
Bending down to a patch of untouched dirt beside one of Emmy's holes, 
he began to push the soil away until he final came across something 
solid. Pulling out a skeletal arm, he pulled it apart until only the 
humerus bone remained. He would clean it and leave it in Emmy's bag 
for her to find. After all, she had been so determined to find 
something. Such hard work shouldn't go 
unrewarded . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

When Michael finally entered the house, he heard muffled voices 
coming from the dining room. He was about to leave the kitchen and 
investigate elsewhere when he noticed something sitting on the table. 
A small object that Kat or Loomis must have forgotten when they left 
the room with Emmy. Walking closer to the object, he recognized it 
almost immediately, even if his mind refused to accept it. Tucking 
his knife into his waistband, he picked up the stick for closer 
inspection . 

It was a pregnancy test. 

And it was positive. 

He and Kat needed to have another conversation as soon as Loomis was 
gone and Emmy was asleep. He would make sure she couldn't avoid 
him . 

Make sure she couldn't escape him. 
loot 

_(Kat's POV)_ 



Later that night, I watched Emmy from the doorway of her room as she 
slept peacefully. I tried not to shudder at the thought when she had 
told me earlier that she was looking for a skeleton to prove to Cara 
our backyard doubled as a cemetery. No one would believe such words 
could come from the innocent face of a little girl who curled up with 
her favorite stuffed rabbit and still sucked her thumb; a habit she 
refuses to admit having. 

Emmy had been so ecstatic to hear the news of my pregnancy; not that 
I expected anything less. But the light that had shone in her eyes 
seemed to place a strange form of hope in me, telling me that 
everything would be okay. I would make sure of it. 

I placed a hand over my still flat stomach and let my mind wander to 
what would happen once the baby was born. There was no way we would 
have a normal family. It was laughable to think of a scenario where 
Michael would settle down and Emmy wouldn't turn more into him. It 
was a scenario I didn't want to see. 

Quietly closing the door, I turned and began to walk down the hallway 
towards my own room. My steps faltered as I grew closer and noticed 
my door was shut after I was sure to have left it open earlier. My 
heart began to pound as I gripped the doorknob. 

"_Calm down, my mind told me, _"You probably just shut it and 
forgot. It's been a long day, 

Taking a deep breath, I put all my weight into opening the door, 
expecting something to block its path, nearly falling into the room 
when there was no obstacle, my knees hitting the hardwood floor with 
a loud smack. I slowly stood and choked out a gasp when I looked up 
and saw the destruction that was my room. 

My mattress was flipped and my sheets were ripped to shreds, my 
comforter being in no better condition. Drawers were ripped out of 
their places and objects were thrown everywhere. Picture frames were 
broken with the glass shattered. I walked closer to my bed and slowly 
pushed away the scraps of fabric and saw that my mattress had long, 
clean cuts through them. Suddenly, the sound of my door closing made 
me freeze. 

Something grabbed my arm as if to tell me it was there. 

That something being Michael. 

Crap . 

Jerking my arm away, I turned towards him and my breath caught in my 
throat at the sight of him. His eyes were black with the faintest 
hints of blue, burning into me as if they were looking for something. 
Neither of us moved for a few minutes before he reached into his 
pocket and pulled a white stick out for me to see. My heart stopped 
when I realized it was my test. He found it. I hadn't even realized I 
had left it in the kitchen when I called Emmy in. It never crossed my 
mine . 

Damn it . 


"Michael?" I whispered, unable to get the other words out. He towered 



over me and stared, unblinkingly with his black eyes. 


"I'm pregnant," I finally got out, my voice wavering much to my 
annoyance. Michael only continued to stare, twirling his knife in his 
hand as if he had to do something with it to keep from stabbing the 
first thing he saw: me. His hand shot up and gripped my shoulder in a 
grasp that I was sure was going to bruise. 

I braced myself for whatever was coming before I felt the hand leave 
my shoulder. I opened my eyes and found myself suddenly alone, the 
door to my room wide open. How had he vanished so fast? 

More importantly, what just happened?" 

**For those who don't know, the "Humerus" bone is the long bone in 
out upper arm that is between the elbow joint and the shoulder. Okay, 
so this ending is terrible I know but I was having such a hard time 
figuring this out while trying to keep Michael in character. 

Hopefully I have better luck next chapter.** 

**AGAIN: I AM POSTING MY STORY UP ON MY WATTPAD ACCOUNT AND THE LINK 
IS ON MY PROFILE JUST LETTING YOU GUYS KNOW IN CASE YOU SEE IT ON 
THERE BY * * * * "Celt ic_Wish" * * 

**Until next time, read and review! ** 


31. Chapter 28 

* *DISCLAIMER : I don't own the Halloween franchise in any way but I DO 
own Katarzyna "Kat", Emelyn "Emmy", Cara and her family, and my other 
OCs . I also own the plot of H&D ** 

**Sorry for the wait! My life is currently nothing but deadline after 
deadline for classes and unfortunately I am also busy with some other 
personal stuff that has delayed me terribly.** 

**Also I just wanted to say, looking back I was not planning on 
making Kat take all these twists and turns and focus so much on the 
romance portion of things. Honestly I was going to keep Kat as she 
was introduced, the " I-don ' t-care" attitude, morbid, etc. So I'm 
going to see if I can make a full circle here and bring back that Kat 
if we all want her back but we shall see. ** 

_**Chapter Twenty-Eight**_ 

**HEADS UP: I AM PLANNING TO CHANGE THE TITLE A LITTLE BIT. IT MAY 

CHANGE TO "HEARTS AND A DAGGER" BECAUSE I THINK IT MAKE BETTER SENSE. 
I'm giving you guys the heads up in case anyone has this story saved 
on their phone or something because they don't have an account or 
something. So in the next day or two I would save my author name so 

you can still get to the story just in case. Tell me what you 

think ! * * 

Over the next few weeks, the death toll of Haddonfield rose fearfully 
high; beginning to compete with its old record. In just five short 
weeks, at least twenty people were already found murdered by who 
everyone already knew was Michael Myers. The news channels and papers 
were saying that it was his way of making up for his year long 

absence. Some of the police believed Michael was reasserting his 



power and control over Haddonfield because, in their words, "Myers 
has been getting a little soft lately it seems." Only Loomis, Emmy 
and I knew the real reason behind Michael's rage, only in this case, 
we had no idea what he would do next . 

I hadn't heard from Michael since the night he confronted me with the 
test. I couldn't feel him watching me anymore nor would I find him in 
odd places around the house. Emmy had become anxious when Michael had 
stopped coming to her as well, never saying anything out loud but her 
emotions showing on her face clear as day. The realization that 
Michael had seemed to even shut Emmy out was enough to put Loomis and 
I on high alert . 

After two weeks of relentless persuasion, I managed to convince 
Laurie to stay in our guest room until things settled down. Loomis 
had too seemed to temporarily move in, using the pull out couch as 
his bed. An unusual little family brought together out of the worry 
that Michael Myers would finally turn on them. All because of me. 

"I don't understand why this is happening," Laurie said flipping 
through the news channels as I curled up on the other side of the 
couch, studying for one of my midterms, "I mean, yes Michael Myers is 
ruthless and has always taken large body counts but this seems so 
different. Twenty-two people are dead within a month; that's more 
than he's ever done in that time," 

"Well obviously he is furious about something and from what I've 
seen, he seems to be projecting it onto these people because he can't 
go after the true source, " Loomis said from where he sat in one of 
the chairs. I refused to look up at him, feeling his gaze burning 
into the side of my head. 

"Did you warn your friends?" Laurie turned to me, trying to ease some 
of the tension that suddenly filled the room. 

"Yeah, I managed to convince them it was safer to stay in Ohio for a 
couple more weeks, but they came back a few nights ago because Oliver 
needed to get back to work. But anyone who has a strong tie with Emmy 
seems to be an exception to all of this chaos, hence why you haven't 
been attacked, " I explained, flipping to the next page of my 
textbook. A few moments of tense silence passed until Laurie 
announced she was going to check on Emmy, heading upstairs, leaving 
Loomis and I alone. 

"You need to tell her, " he said. 

"I will, " 

"When?" he demanded, "Your stomach may still be small enough to hide 
beneath clothing but soon, it will be impossible to conceal, " 

"I don't know," I growled. Everything after _that_ day seemed to 
happen in a whirlwind. I had to go two towns over just to see a 
doctor to confirm the pregnancy so no one in Haddonfield would get 
wise. Then I had to bribe Emmy not to tell Laurie anything about the 
baby until I figured out a way to tell her first. But I quickly found 
myself unable to do that. 

"The longer you wait the harder it will be Kat, you know that. She 
needs to be prepared for the worst. If Michael's anger gets too high. 



random people won't be enough for him anymore. He may revert back to 
how he was before you came back to town. Laurie may be put back into 
the line of fire, " 

"But we agreed that the only possible reason Michael didn't harm 
Laurie was because she is Emmy's caretaker," I rebutted, "Same way 
Cara and her family are spared, " 

"Cara's family is an exception because Emelyn Myers managed to make 
some kind of deal with her father. She did no such thing with Laurie; 
that was a decision Michael made all on his own and he may very well 
change his mind," Loomis pointed out. He looked around the corner to 
make sure Laurie remained upstairs before continuing in a low 
voice, 

"Also take into account that while, yes, Laurie's death would hurt 
Emmy, any harm that comes to Cara's family will destroy her and that 
is something not even Michael wants. No matter how far back he 
reverts it seems his bond to Emmy is deeper. That's why Cara and her 
family are spared while Laurie could still be in danger, " 

"And how do we know me telling her about the baby will help her? She 
didn't leave the last time Michael wreaked havoc on Haddonfield and 
she found out who Emmy was, " 

"Reality tends to set in late for Laurie," Loomis sighed, "I want her 
to leave town but she is just as stubborn as her brother and is tired 
of running. But, she can be another pillar of support for you because 
goodness knows you'll need all you can get when this hits the 
fan, " 

"You know, I could still do what we originally planned and leave town 

for a while. I can have the baby then come back if we want 

to, " 

"Leave Haddonfield for a while then come back with another child? 

What are you going to do then? Say it's your cousin? It may have 

worked once with Emmy but Haddonfield isn't that stupid," 

"I have nineteen years' worth of evidence to disprove that claim," I 
deadpanned . 

"Disprove what claim?" Laurie asked as she came back into the room. 
She looked between the two of us, seeming to realize that something 
was wrong. 

"She deserves to know," Loomis said quietly as he sat back. 

"What do I deserve to know?" she asked slowly. Einally, I sighed and 
closed my book, patting a space on the couch beside me for her to 
sit . 

"We may know the reason behind Michael being even more ruthless then 
usual," I began softly. 

"What?" Laurie's voice sounded so small, like a child's. Guilt 
flooded through me as the only thought that went through my head was 
that I had somehow betrayed this poor girl's trust for my own selfish 
reasons . 



"You have to understand that what I am about to say can't, under any 
circumstances , leave this house," I continued seriously. At her 
answering nod, I took a deep breath. 

"Laurie, I'm pregnant," I finally said and the silence that followed 
seemed to tick on forever. 

"You're pregnant? By whom?" she whispered. Neither Loomis nor I spoke 
as we watched the wheels in Laurie's head turn, no doubt putting the 
pieces together. 

"It was shortly after Michael Myers' unexplained revival. He 
apparently came to Emmy a little after Halloween but didn't reveal 
himself to me until about two months ago," I explained quietly. 

"So are you trying to tell me that you-, "she paused in contemplation 
and I took that moment to nod in answer, "The baby's father 
is-, " 

"Yes, " I whispered, the knife of guilt only twisted further in my 
chest as I watched a multitude of emotions cross her face. Loomis 
finally seemed to come to life, coming over and placing one hand over 
mine and the other on Laurie's shoulder. 

"You can't blame Kat, Laurie," he said, looking into the girl's eyes, 
"We all have moments of weakness and with the history that she and 
Michael share; it was bound to happen unfortunately, " 

I stayed quiet, keeping my legs tucked slightly towards my chest; 
doing everything I could not to touch Laurie. In the pocket of my 
jeans, I felt the comforting pressure of my dagger that I had begun 
carrying around again. In the back of my mind, I was well aware that 
I was rusty with my skills and that in my condition, someone could 
easily overpower me, but the feeling of having my blade gave me the 
extra confidence I needed. 

"I never intended for any of this," I whispered, not realizing I was 
speaking out loud, "I'm not the same as I was when I first came and 
that's something that led to this downward spiral. I wasn't thinking, 
Laurie, " 

"I think I'm going to go to bed," she said slowly, "I just need to 
think, " she left the room, heading for the guest bedroom on the first 
floor that she had claimed as her own when I brought her in. The only 
sound in the room was the sound of the clock ticking away the 
minutes . 

"She will come around," Loomis whispered comfortingly. 

"Yeah, but who's to say she won't grow to resent me when Michael 
finally strikes?" 

Loomis never gave me an answer. 

loot 

_**Emelyn "Emmy" **_ 


I stared intently out my window and into the backyard, hoping to 
catch a glimpse of Michael passing by. It had been a little over a 



month since I had last seen or heard from him. Everyone had been 
convinced that he had shut me out too, but I refused to believe it, 
refused to listen to that sharp pain in my chest. 

I barely acknowledged my bedroom door opening and my mom coming in. I 
listened to her go through my drawers, pulling out pajamas and then 
pulling the blankets away from my bed. Normally she would talk to me 
about little things that happened throughout the day, sometimes she 
would even make plans for the baby and ask for my input. But tonight, 
she was completely silent. 

"Is everything okay?" I asked quietly as she led me away from the 
window and handed me my pajamas. It wasn't until after I changed that 
she answered. 

"Yeah, everything is fine, " her smile was tight and forced. 

" You ' re lying, " 

"Emmy, it's nothing. I'm just trying not to get too stressed," she 
said, "Nothing for you to be worrying about. Now, bedtime, you have 
school in the morning, " 

"Did you tell Laurie about the baby?" She faltered as she tucked the 
sheets around me before regaining composure. 

"Yes, " was all she said. 

"And?" I prompted. 

"She needs some time to take in all the information. She will come 
around," another forced smile, "Now get some sleep, I don't wanna 
hear about how tired you are in the morning, " 

She bent down and kissed both my cheeks, whispering a soft "Love 
you," before leaving, quietly closing the door behind her. I waited 
until I heard her bedroom door close before slipping out of bed and 
making my way to my desk. In the second drawer, under a mound of 
notebooks and papers was one of our good knives I had taken from the 
kitchen. Thankfully its absence had yet to be noticed. 

I quickly pulled on my favorite green hoodie and slipped the knife 
into the front pocket, waiting for the entire house to fall asleep 
and I could make my escape. It had to have been close to midnight 
before I considered it to be safe enough to leave my room. I crossed 
through the bathroom to avoid the telltale creak of my room's door 
and crept down the hallway towards mommy's room. I pressed my ear 
against the door and listened for any noise; aside from the 
occasional rustling of sheets, as if she was trying to get 
comfortable, it was silent. 

Turning on my heel, I made my way back down the hall and slipped down 
the stairs; I only hit one creak on the steps, but when I paused, no 
one came to investigate. I kept myself out of the living room's line 
of sight as I entered the dining area and made it to the guest 
bedroom that Laurie was currently staying in. Pressing my ear against 
the door again, I was once again met with silence. I pressed my hands 
to my mouth to muffle my squeal of victory before returning back to 
the living room. 



The television was the only source of sound coming from the small 
area, but I was nervous to poke my head around the corner to see if 
Loomis was asleep. If he wasn't than my entire plan would backfire 
before it even began. 

I would have to pass through the living room to get to the back door, 
so that exit strategy was out. I could always go through the front 
door, but I would be risking catching Loomis' attention if he was 
still awake. 

I had no choice but to check. 

I was just about to look around the corner when an idea came to me. 

My mom's school books were still littered across the dining room 
table, along with her notebooks. As quietly as I could, I took one of 
the notebooks and ripped two blank pages out, pausing for a few 
moments for any signs of someone waking. Nothing. 

Balling up the pieces of paper, I returned to the archway of the 
living room, pressing myself against the wall and tossing one of the 
balls into the room. I heard it hit the coffee table and fall to the 
floor, rustling silently in its descent. I waited for Loomis to move 
or say something. Investigate the ball maybe. 

But once again, nothing. Either he was asleep or he was waiting for 
me to check and catch me in the act. My money was on the 
latter . 

Taking a deep breath, I threw the second paper ball into the room. 
This time I heard it hit something more solid before falling to the 
floor. Still silence filled the room except for the late night news 
playing on a low volume. 

Out of ammo, I couldn't go back and take more paper. Mommy would 
notice if one of her notebooks was suddenly empty. I only had one 
option left. Holding my breath, I looked around the corner, biting my 
bottom lip; a nervous habit I thought I broke ages ago. 

Loomis was passed out on the couch, a book resting on his stomach and 
the blanket still folded by his feet, as if he didn't even have time 
to prepare for bed before sleep took him. Soft snores came from his 
mouth. On tip toes, I gathered the two paper balls and quietly tossed 
them in the trash can in the kitchen. I was about to unlock the back 
door when I remembered that mommy hadn't had the hinges replaced, 
leaving the door with a loud creaking sound whenever someone opened 
it. I was an idiot to have forgotten that detail. 

Nearly running back to the front hall, I pushed my one hand into my 
hoodie pocket and gripped the handle of the knife, the feeling 
leaving a sense of comfort in me as I unlocked the door and slipped 
out into the night. 

loot 

_**Katarzyna "Kat"**_ 

I knew Emmy was up to something the minute I heard her creeping down 
the hallway and stopping in front of my room. She had definitely 
inherited Michael's skill in being able to move about silently, but 
she still had a long way to go before she was as good as he was. She 



would still make little bits of noise here and there. 


I made a point to rustle my sheets a little to let her know I was 
still awake before I heard her feet padding away back down the hall. 

I assumed she was going back to her room. 

Then I heard one of the top stairs creak. 

Silence followed for a few moments before I decided to poke my head 
out. I threw on my gray hoodie over my clothes and walked down the 
hallway, much more efficient in keeping quiet. That's when I noticed 
Emmy slipping into the dining room before returning to the hallway. 
What was this little girl doing? 

I stood close to the top of the steps, watching in slight fascination 
as Emmy moved around to make sure everyone was asleep. She didn't 
notice me watching her when she returned to the front hall and 
quietly left the house. 

Without missing a beat, I ran back into my room and stuffed my dagger 
into the pocket of my hoodie before following after her. 

Whatever she was planning, I didn't trust it at all. 

loot 

_**Emelyn "Emmy"**_ 

This wasn't the first time I walked down the streets of Haddonfield 
at night, but it was the first time I ever did it alone. Everything 
was completely different without a companion, creepier. The street 
lamps were dim and a few of them occasionally flickered; you would 
think the town would replace them after they've had a mass murderer 
running around over the last who knows how many years. 

My grip on the knife's handle grew tighter for reassurance as I 
continued down the sidewalk, passing various houses, not a single 
light in any of them. My feet followed the familiar path until I 
found myself across the street from Cara's house. Just like all the 
other houses, it was dark except for the faint glow coming from 
Cara's room. A nightlight she liked to have on whenever she had bad 
dreams . 

I wanted to walk over there and throw pebbles at the window until I 
got her attention. She could walk with me and keep me company. But, I 
knew that Dallas and Oliver were light sleepers and would most likely 
catch Cara leaving, which would mean they would catch me too. 

Sighing, I stared at the window a little longer before turning around 
and continuing on my way. 

When I finally made it to the school, I hesitated. The building 
looked far more intimidating abandoned in the dark than when it was 
full of students during the day. Taking a few deep breaths to collect 
myself, I ran around the side, easily finding the door to the 
basement, the old rusted lock barely doing its job of keeping it 
shut. I picked up a nearby rock and gave the padlock one strong hit 
before it fell into the grass. Taking another quick looks around, I 
pulled the door open and slipped into the darkness of the 
basement . 



/oo/ 


_**Katarzyna "Kat"**_ 

Walking through Haddonfield at night had brought back so many 
memories from my childhood when Michael and I would sneak out and run 
through the woods. When Emmy had passed my old childhood home, I 
paused, almost seeing my dad in the kitchen window with a bottle of 
beer and hearing my aunt fussing around the house during one of her 
visits. I always thought when I escaped that house, I would never 
look back. But, the sight sent a sharp pang in my chest. 

I hurried to catch up with Emmy when I found her out front of Oliver 
and Dallas' house. Eor a moment I thought she was trying to get Cara 
to sneak out and play, much like Michael would do with me. But 
quickly she turned on her heel and hurried down the street. 

"_What are you up to Emelyn?"_ I thought. 

I followed her to the school and watched her run around the back and 
break the padlock on the door before going inside. I took a moment to 
pick up the broken lock and was shocked to find that despite its 
appearance the padlock was very sturdy. And Emmy broke it as easy as 
breaking glass. Her growing strength was becoming more and more 
noticeable by the day. 

I felt uneasy walking into the dark depths of this school without any 
source of light, but there was no way in hell I was leaving Emmy 
alone, especially not knowing what was going through the little 
girl's head. Pulling my dagger from my pocket, I gripped it tightly 
and stepped through the threshold, the door closing behind 
me . 

/oo/ 

_** (Emelyn "Emmy")**_ 

The red emergency lights flooded through the hallway, making the 
basement look far scarier than it should have been. I almost pulled 
my knife out, but thought better of it and instead held onto the 
handle with the tightest grip I could muster. 

"_Where are you?"_ I thought. 

I had overheard some workers talking a couple weeks ago about strange 
sounds coming from the boiler room. At first they had assumed there 
was a problem with whatever equipment was stored in there, but 
nothing out of the ordinary appeared when they had everything 
checked. I had thought nothing of it until earlier in the week when 
Michael's latest victim was a maintenance man at my school. While 
everyone had assumed it had happened while he was walking home from 
work, I knew better. I now had a lead on where Michael was 
residing . 

The police had looked everywhere for Michael, but no one once 
questioned the school; Michael Myers never harmed children so why 
would he hide out in a place that was full of them? I had believed 
that briefly too until one day I had gotten into a fight with a kid 
named Randy. Mommy was able to talk the principal out of suspending 
me but he threatened to follow through with the punishment if I 



didn't "get my act together." 


The next day in school, I walked to my locker and a piece of paper 
that looked as though it had been ripped from a notebook was sticking 
out of the door. When I unfolded it, I was half expecting it to be 
the start of another cruel prank from the kids, but instead I was met 
with familiar, scratchy handwriting. 

_Behave for now_ 

I stared at the paper before scoffing and shoving it in the back of 
my locker. Michael Myers was actually _scolding_ me. Like _he_ was 
one to talk! But then I realized that he would have had to of put 
that note in my locker when no one else was around, which would have 
had to of been at night. Suddenly, what the workers said earlier all 
came back to me. 

That's when I decided I needed to explore the school. 

I was brought out of my thoughts when I forgot to turn the corner and 
walked into the wall. I groaned and put my hand to my nose, pulling 
it away and seeing a little bit of blood on my hand. Great. 

Wiping my hand on the front of my hoodie, I turned and continued down 
the narrow hallway until I finally came to the door to the boiler 
room. Suddenly my palms grew sweaty as I pulled the knife out of my 
pocket and gripped it as I pushed the door open with all my strength. 
The loud screeching of the metal echoed throughout the corridor. I 
pushed a large block of wood into the doorjamb to keep the door 
propped before walking into the too hot room. It looked completely 
empty, but the slight sound of scuffling told me 
otherwise . 

"Michael," I called, "I know you're in here," 

**Review! I am so sorry for this late update. It has been a very long 
few months and things have just been very overwhelming with school 
and such. If this chapter is terrible I apologize! I am trying to get 
back on my game! ** 

**Until next time, read and review!** 


32. Chapter 29 

* *DISCLAIMER : I don't own the Halloween franchise in any way. However 
I DO own the original characters of Katarzyna "Kat", Emelyn "Emmy", 
Cara and her family. I only own/take credit for the plot of 
**_**Hearts and Daggers**_** . ** 

**AN: Hey everyone! Sorry this was another long wait! Once I finished 
this semester and got home, things got really crazy with multiple 
family things and then I needed to get things done for school in the 
fall. On top of hitting so many brick walls creatively with this 
chapter, I am so sorry it's coming so late! ** 

**PLEASE READ: I will be putting a poll up on my profile soon to 
determine the gender of Rat's baby. You guys can PM me what you think 
she should have if you don't want to vote in the poll., put it in the 
reviews or PM me. It will be up until the next update or so, I will 



let you all know. 


* * 


**TO MY WATTPAD READERS: Since I can't put a poll up on here, feel 
free to vote on my Eanfiction page (link in my profile) or just tell 
me in the reviews or PM me! ** 

**Onwards with the story! ** 

_**Chapter Twenty-Nine* *_ 

_**RECAP : **_ 

_**Emelyn "Emmy"**_ 

_Wiping my hand on the front of my hoodie, I turned and continued 
down the narrow hallway until I finally came to the door to the 
boiler room. Suddenly my palms grew sweaty as I pulled the knife out 
of my pocket and gripped it as I pushed the door open with all my 
strength. The loud screeching of the metal echoed throughout the 
corridor. I pushed a large block of wood into the doorjamb to keep 
the door propped before walking into the too hot room. It looked 
completely empty, but the slight sound of scuffling told me 
otherwise. _ 

"_Michael, " I called, "I know you're in here, 
loot 

_**Emelyn "Emmy"**_ 

I shifted my weight from foot to foot as the silence stretched on. I 
began to grow uncomfortable at the thought that perhaps it wasn't 
Michael I heard. More noises sounded and I took a shaky breath, 
trying to calm down. 

"_It ' s probably just a rat, I thought to myself, _"Don't start 
getting scared now, 

"Michael?" I called out again and this time there was a sharp _BANG_ 
around one of the corners as a shadow appeared. Almost instantly I 
realized the shadow was too small to be Michael ' sa€ 1 someone else 
_was_ down here. I quickly pulled the knife from my hoodie, prepared 
for a fight as the figure began to round the corner. 

"What the hell are you doing here?!" A rough voice yelled. I 
immediately froze when I recognized the man as one of the late night 
janitors; Mr. Steel. He had been working at the school ever since 
Michael and my mom were students and had a reputation for being 
nearly hostile towards others. Rumor had it the only reason he kept 
his job was because he and the principal were good friends; the only 
person he showed some sort of kindness towards. 

I gripped the knife and hid it behind my back, thankful he hadn't 
noticed it as he continued to advance. He was in his mid-fifties with 
grey hair and a lanky body that was apparently much stronger than 
everyone gave him credit for. 

"Well?" he snarled. 

I stammered for a few moments before answering, "What are _you_ doing 



here? It's past midnight," 

"That is none of your business!" his face grew impossibly red and 
instead of answering he lunged at me . I swung the knife around, 
prepared to strike when a new voice echoed through the room. 

"Hey!" I spun around as my mom grabbed my arm and pulled me back, 
putting herself between us, "Don't even think about putting a hand on 
her, " 

"You're trespassing," he hissed. I heard a strange shuffling again 
and quickly looked around the two, but found nothing there. 

"Same goes for you, " my mom said, unfazed. 

"Been hearing about a possible prowler. Seems your kid had the same 
idea," he tried to advance again, but suddenly my mom's dagger was 
pressed against his throat. 

"Back off," she growled, "Town wouldn't take lightly to you roughing 
up an eight year old, " 

"Yeah, " he said a little too calmly, "_You_, however, they may give 
me a medal, " 

His hand shot up and grabbed my mom's wrist that held the dagger, 
backing away just enough that it wasn't against his skin. My mom 
struggled and I could see the wheels in her head turning to try and 
find a way to fight without hurting herself or the baby. But she 
wasn't fast enough as Mr. Steel twisted her arm and slammed into her 
side, throwing her to the ground. Thankfully she didn't land on her 
stomach, but I heard the sharp _crack_ of her head coming in contact 
with something, knocking her unconscious. 

All I could see in that moment was red as I swung my arm around and 
embedded the knife into his thigh. He cried out and yanked the knife 
out, using his other hand to grab my hair and yank me forward. Before 
I could react, he was suddenly jerked back by a larger figure. I 
couldn't hold back the surprised scream as a sharp piece of metal 
pierced through Mr. Steel's chest. 

I continued to scream as I fought to free my hair from Mr. Steel's 
grasp as he continued to be stabbed by the metal, until finally he 
fell limp, my hair falling away from his hand as he hit the floor. I 
looked up at Michael as he stared down at me evenly as I struggled to 
contain myself. I looked down and found my hoodie was covered in 
blood and no doubt my face and hair were no better. By some miracle, 
my pants were blood free. 

"Mommy?" I turned my attention back to her and saw her body still lay 
crumpled on the floor. Running over, my eyes scanned over her body, 
looking for any injury. I knew blood was a bad thing for her 
condition and I let out a relieved sigh when I couldn't see any 
around her middle area. That relief quickly faded when I saw thin 
streams of blood flowing from under her hairline, where her head 
connected with the ground. I needed to get her outside and call for 
help. I looked up at Michael as he picked up his knife where it had 
fallen, before walking away. 


"Michael!" I called "You need to help!" he seemed to ignore me as he 



continued to walk. For the first time, I felt pure anger towards him. 
I was suddenly seeing red again. 


"If you leave her here hurt, you're no better than the rest of them!" 
I shouted after him. That seemed to get through to him, making him 
stop in his tracks. I could feel his anger at my accusation as he 
approached us, but I held his gaze. 

"The way you've been treating us like the plague makes you just like 
_them_, " I said lowly, knowing I was playing with fire. 

I couldn't let him disappear. Not again. 

"Emmy, stop," my mom's quiet, half-slurred words made me look down at 
her. She shook her head up at me, before falling back into 
unconsciousness . That seemed to snap Michael out of his trance. After 
another moment of hesitation, he lifted her into his arms and began 
to walk out of the basement. I followed him back outside until we 
were in front of the school. 

Laying her down on the sidewalk, he fished out the cell phone from 
the pocket of her pajama pants and shoved it into my hands. Then he 
turned and disappeared behind the school. I tried to ignore the sharp 
sting I felt in my chest as I quickly dialed Loomis' 
number . 

loot 

_**Katarzyna "Kat"**_ 

I was getting tired of finding myself in hospital beds, staring at 
sterile white walls while listening to various machines beep and make 
other unintelligible noises. When I woke up and found myself in the 
pristine room, I nearly groaned in frustration, but the pain in my 
side prevented me from doing so. Thankfully, Dr. Ashton was used to 
seeing my face and had learned that my medical charts were for his 
eyes only lest someone in the town opened their mouths again. 

"Well Kat, " he began as he took a seat on the corner of my bed, 

"Wanna tell me what happened?" I cashed a glance over at Emmy who sat 
in a chair in the corner, wringing her hands together, nervously. 
Loomis must have brought her a clean hoodie to change into in the car 
and helped clean her face; all she needed to do was keep her hood up 
to cover her blood-stained hair. 

"Emmy and I were taking a walk when I tripped. I tried to catch 
myself but it only made things worse. I must've hit my head on a rock 
or something going down," I lied smoothly. He hummed and looked down 
at his clipboard. Loomis watched me skeptically from his seat beside 
Emmy, not believing me for a second. 

"Well that "trip" resulted in a pretty nasty cut on the side of your 
head and a mild concussion, " he paused, leaning forward and lowering 
his voice, "Luckily, those are the only injuries. Your baby is 
unharmed, " 

I breathed a sigh of relief. 

"Bethany was the nurse in charge of your tests so you can trust that 
those results will stay between her and I," he continued. Bethany was 



the nurse who always accompanied Dr. Ashton in his rounds, especially 
with me. More than once I tried convincing him to take a chance and 
ask her out . 

"How far along?" he asked, bringing me back to reality. 

"A little past two months, almost three, " I answered, unsure; even 
when I was pregnant with Emmy, I was terrible with keeping track of 
the weeks. However, at that time, I had my aunt to help me keep 
track. Now it was Loomis who seemed to know everything. 

Dr. Ashton casted a quick glance at my abdomen before returning to 
reading his clipboard. Thankfully, my stomach was still just flat 
enough no one paid me any mind. All I needed to do was wear larger 
sized clothes. 

"Well, all of your tests came back with flying colors and as far as 
we can tell, the baby is healthy," Dr. Ashton continued, "But I would 
advise against more midnight strolls. You need to be a lot more 
careful, " I forced myself not to shrink under his gaze before he 
turned to Emmy, 

"Good job on calling for help Emelyn, " he praised, "You knew exactly 
what to do, " 

"Well it's not exactly rocket science, doc," she muttered sharply 
before shrinking under the glare I sent her, "But thank you, " 

"I would like you to stay overnight, however," he continued, "Just 
want to make sure everything checks out, especially your head injury. 
I'm going to go continue my rounds but will be back in a little 
while. If you need anything, Bethany is your nurse on call," As soon 
as he turned and left, Loomis stood up and pulled a couple dollars 
out of his wallet. 

"Emelyn, why don't you get a snack or something to drink?" 

"If you want to talk to my mom alone, you can just say so," she 
muttered, grabbing the money and walking out of the room. 

"Well, now it's only a matter of time before the word gets out about 
this baby, " he said. 

"What makes you say that?" I demanded, "You drove me straight to the 
hospital and by some stroke of luck. Dr. Ashton was able to take us 
immediately. Bethany took care of all the tests needed, including the 
ultrasound-, " 

"And as much as they can try to keep that stuff secret, you are the 
hot topic of gossip ever since Michael came back from the dead. 
Someone is gonna get suspicious and someone is going to find that 
stuff, " He cut me off, "Unfortunately, not everyone in this town 
likes to follow the rules, especially when you are concerned, " 

"I trust Dr. Ashton," I said firmly, "And I trust Bethany. Word will 
get out about the pregnancy eventually, but I don't think this is 
that time, " 

"Once again, your gifted intelligence and judgment is being clouded 
by your personal feelings, " he muttered, "Both you and Laurie seem to 



have the same issue: you can't grasp reality quick enough," 

"I have a firm hold on reality Loomis, despite what you may think, I 
know what I got myself into. I'm grasping reality and it's exactly as 
screwed up as it appears," I hissed back. I shifted in the stiff bed 
and closed my eyes. Sometimes it felt like we were better off staying 
in California. 

loot 

_** (Emelyn "Emmy")**_ 

I never understood why adults didn't just tell kids when they needed 
to talk in private. They always had some type of excuse: "Why doing 
you go get a drink?"; "Go do your homework,"; "Go play outside," 

I knew what Loomis wanted to talk to mommy about. It was the same 
conversation every time; whenever my mom did something, no matter how 
minimal, Loomis was convinced Haddonfield was going to find out about 
the baby. The other day we went grocery shopping and mommy wore one 
of her smaller shirts. When we ran into one of her school friends, 
they commented on her slight weight gain. Loomis didn't shut up for 
hours after that . 

It was getting tiring. 

I stood in the middle of the hospital hallway, adjusting my hood and 
waiting for the vending machine to give me my pretzels. I hated how 
slow these things were! I was better off finding the cafeteria and 
getting something there. As I continued to wait, my mind drifted to 
one of the many conversations between mommy and Loomis. The 
conversation about us moving out of town. 

I knew mommy was never gonna leave Haddonfield; she wouldn't give 
those people the satisfaction of her leaving. I was never going to 
leave either. No way was I going to leave Michael; no matter how much 
he reverted back to the person he was before we arrived. 

But sometimes, I wondered, how different would our lives be if we 
stayed in California? And how would things change if we left to be 
somewhere else. Maybe another small town nearby. 

Maybe somewhere I could become the Boogeyman just like 
Michael . 

loot 

_** (Michael) **_ 

He remained in the shadows, watching the girls until Loomis arrived 
to take them away, most likely to the hospital. He ignored the 
strange pressure in his chest at the sight of Rat's unconscious body, 
sprawled out next to Emmy. The pressure grew worse when he reminded 
himself that she was pregnant. 

That sent another surge of rage through him. 

Turning on his heel, he quickly retreated back to the school cellar 
to clean up the mess that they had left behind. Secretly, he was 
pleased he finally got the chance to kill Steel; back when he was a 



student, he would daydream about different ways to get rid of the 
janitor. Sometimes he and Kat would compete against each other on who 
would have the better plan. 

Ironically, killing him in the school's boiler room was one of Rat's 
old scenarios. 

Grabbing the old blanket Steel kept in his locker Michael wrapped the 
body up and placed it by the door; he needed to clean up the blood 
before he could do anything else. Thankfully, there wasn't a huge 
mess, only a little puddle where Rat's head had hit and a pool where 
Steel's body fell. If he was quick, he could have the whole crime 
covered up by sunrise. 

Finding the perfect place to make a grave was a bit trickier. Despite 
the still cold weather, quite a few people in Haddonfield camped out 
in the woods; the last thing he needed was someone stumbling across 
the body. Normally he didn't care about who saw his work, it only 
gained him a bigger reputation and more peace to do as he pleased. 

But Emmy was, once again, involved in this kill. She may not have 
delivered the final blow, but she did get caught in the middle when 
Steel had grabbed her by the hair. Something could have been left 
behind on the body for the police to find. Michael would _not_ let 
that happen. 

With the shovel he stole from the maintenance shed, he began his task 
of digging, quickly finding that the cold weather had made the ground 
harder to break. He had found the perfect spot; there were just 
enough plants around that no one would notice if the ground had been 
disturbed unless they were truly looking for it. Once he deemed the 
grave deep enough, he picked the wrapped body back up and threw it 
in. He was just about finished covering it up when he heard them. 
There was laughing not far off. 

He was not alone out here. 

This night was turning out to be good after all. 

He hurried to finish filling the hole before quietly placing the 
shovel down, careful not to make his presence known. With practiced 
ease, he slipped through the shadows the trees casted until he came 
to their little camp site. It was a group of four kids, two boys, two 
girls, all had to be in their last years of high school. Why they had 
decided to go camping tonight of all nights was beyond him, but 
Michael couldn't find himself to care. He just had four new bodies to 
add to his list. 

As he quietly circled the campsite, he watched as one of the boys 
pulled out a bottle of alcohol and start passing it around their tiny 
circle. Their laughter once again filled the air as their 
conversation continued, none of them aware of the predator watching 
them . 

"I don't understand why we had to come all the way out here just to 
drink," one of the girls said, "Cody's parents are out for the night, 
aren't they?" 

"Yeah, but they didn't tell me when they would be back and I can't 
afford getting caught again, " the boy, Cody apparently, replied, 
"Besides, the atmosphere is so much better out here!" 



"Agreed, " the second boy piped up, "Camping under the stars where no 
one knows what we're doing, perfect setting. Maybe we can even tell a 
few ghost stories; those are so much better when I'm drunk enough to 
believe them, " 

Michael's foot landed on a particularly large stick, the wood 
splintering under his weight and letting out an echoing _crack_. The 
second girl seemed to hear, jumping slightly and spinning around to 
find the source of the noise. To her, it would be far too dark for 
her to see anything beyond the trees, but for Michael, he was staring 
directly into her eyes. 

An old, familiar thrill filled him, his hand nearly shaking in 
anticipation as he gripped his knife. The game had begun. 

"You okay, Jenna?" the girl's friend asked. Jenna's eyes immediately 
left his as she turned back to her friend. 

"I heard something," was her simple answer. 

"We are in the middle of the woods, there are bound to be noises, " 
Cody said, "But we are still pretty close to the school and main road 
so there's no real danger," 

"You don't know that," Jenna gasped, "With Michael Myers out 
there-, " 

"Oh here we go with Michael Myers again!" the second boy yelled, 
grabbing the bottle back and taking a huge gulp, "This guy is getting 
on my nerves. Dying for a year then apparently rising from the grave, 
if you ask me he isn't real. Or at the very least, it's some 
copycat, " 

The sudden rush of anger hit Michael and he took another step, 
breaking the stick further. Once again, Jenna turned to look but the 
others seemed too absorbed in their idiotic friend's words. 

"I think it's that Bury woman who lives in the Myers house," Cody 
said, "Didn't she and Myers have a thing in the past?" 

"My dad went to high school with her. She apparently jumped a bunch 
of grades and was the youngest student at the time, " Jenna said 
slowly, turning back to her friends again, "He told me that she was 
obsessed with Myers, always studying those murders, hanging around 
the abandoned house and even disappearing every so often. Rumor was 
that she would visit him in the sanitarium, " 

"That kid is theirs, " Cody said, "Daughter of the demon as my mom 
puts it, " 

Hearing them talk about Kat and Emelyn like that broke the rest of 
Michael's resolve. Playtime was over. 

This time he purposely broke the rest of the stick, stepping on a few 
other branches and creating more noise. That seemed to get their 
attention, Jenna shooting up from her seat and looking into the 
darkness with eyes wide with terror. 


"That is the third time I am hearing branches snap behind me!" she 



all but shrieked. Cody and the other boy moved in front of the girls, 
as if to act as shields. However, the second boy, clearly feeling the 
alcohol he consumed, began to boldly walk towards Michael ' s hiding 
place . 

"Probably some animal, " he slurred. 

"Even if it is an animal, you don't want to provoke it," Cody warned, 
but the boy ignored him. Muttering something unintelligible, he 
continued into the trees, Michael taking a step behind a nearby tree, 
waiting for the perfect moment to strike. 

When he was far enough from his friends, Michael took his chance and 
grabbed the boy, easily restraining him with his strength. The boy 
struggled, opening his mouth to scream, but barely getting the sound 
out before Michael slid his knife effortlessly across his throat. 
Letting go of him, Michael watched the boy fall to the ground, 
choking on his own blood before he finally grew still at his feet. 

Now to deal with his friendsaC 1 

"Daryl?" Cody called after a few seconds of silence passed. Michael 
heard the quiet footsteps of him coming to investigate. 

Perfect . 

Instead of waiting for Cody to come to him, Michael rushed forward, 
almost charging at him and driving his knife into the boy's stomach. 

A rush of air left his body as he gripped Michael's arm with both 
hands, trying to keep him in place. A loud scream from behind Cody 
alerted Michael to the nameless girl behind him, too paralyzed to 
move . 

Quickly twisting the knife in Cody before yanking out, Michael 
grabbed her before she had a chance to escape, slicing her neck as 
well. As the two teenagers lay dying on the ground, Michael finally 
brought his gaze to Jenna's petrified form. Time seemed to freeze 
between them as they stared at each other before Jenna spun on her 
heel and disappeared through the trees. 

Why did they always run? He always won in the end. 

Casting one last brief glance at the three bodies at his feet, 

Michael went after Jenna. In her fear-addled mind, Jenna took off in 
the opposite direction of the main road, instead leading herself 
deeper into the woods. Not that running for the main road would do 
her any better, the streets were deserted at this time of night and 
he would have caught her before she could bring any attention to 
them . 

As he grew closer, Michael could hear her ragged breaths as she tried 
to save herself. This was his favorite part; when they truly believe 
they could win. 

He paused when he no longer heard her breathing. She must be close, 
holding her breath and hoping he continues on. Not likely. 

A sudden strike to his back caused Michael to spin around and come 
face to face with Jenna. She held half of a branch in her arms, the 
other half on the ground between them. She had thought such a weak 
piece of wood would incapacitate him. 



Jenna hesitated a few seconds too late, giving Michael his opening. 
Grabbing her arm in his tightest grip, he yanked her towards him and 
cut her off mid-scream as he stabbed his knife into her chest. She 
stared at him with large, scared eyes before falling limp in his 
arms. He immediately let her fall to the ground and looked at her. 

She had long, wavy brunette hair. Like Kat . 

He stared at her for only a few more seconds before turning around 
and heading back down the path towards the campsite and the other 
bodies. He paid them no mind as he continued to the grave he had dug 
earlier and picked up the forgotten shovel. He needed to return it to 
the maintenance shed to avoid suspicion. 

He felt better than he had in days. Those kills were exactly what he 
needed to bring him back to himself. Now it was time to plan his next 
move . 

Perhaps he would pay Emmy a visit. He had easily seen the restrained 
rage in Emmy earlier that night, anger she had been bottling up and 
slowly letting out in bits and pieces. Much like he used to do. But, 
he wanted to see it unleashed. To see just how much the "demon's 
daughter" was capable of. 

Yes, it was time to pay Emmy a long overdue visit. 

**Review! Okay, AGAIN I am sorry this took so long! I lost my muse 
for a while and just had trouble writing in general, so this may seem 
pretty rusty. I hope you all enjoyed this scene with Michael! Not 

sure when the next update is coming, but I am working on some ideas. 

* * 


**Until next time, 

>Read and review ! <strong> 


End 
f lie . 



